LARGEST GUARANTEED CIRCULATION OF ANY SCREEN MAGAZINE 


GIVES YOU A VITAL, 
GLAMOROUS LURE THAT'S 
IRRESISTIBLE 


= kind of dry rouge actually ° 
day and gives you a vital, glamorous lure that’s irresistible. Be- 
cause of its superfine texture and special quality, IRRESISTIBLE 
ROUGE blends perfectly with your skin...defies detection...and 
looks like the natural. bloom of radiant, sparkling youth. . 


And such ravishing colors...utterly life-like...utterly thrilling! Four — 
shades, created after months of experiment on living models. Choose 
your individual shade...see how it instantly glorifies your cheeks 
and sets off the beauty of your eyes. See how its rich, fascinating _ 
color clings indelibly and lasts until you choose to remove it with 
Irresistible Cold Cream. 


For perfect make-up, match your lipstick to your rouge. Irresistible 1 
Lip Lure is made in the same four exciting shades. Try this new, 
different, cream-base lipstick. Notice how it melts deep into your 
lips...leaving no paste or film... just soft, warm, red, ripe, indelible 
color glowing from beneath the surface. 


To have natural lasting beauty, use all the Irresistible Beauty 
Aids. Each has some special feature that gives you divine, new \ 
loveliness. Certified pure. Laboratory tested and approved. Only | 
10¢ each at your 5 and 10¢ store. 


PERFUME AND 


BEAUTY AIDS 
FIFTH AVE., NEW YORK 


ONLY 10¢ 


EACH AT YOUR 
5 AND 10¢ STORE 


} 


IT ISN’T BEING DONE, BUT IT’S 


“TT’S worse than a blunder, it’s a so- 

cial crime,” exclaimed the Director 
of the new Good Housekeeping Beauty 
Clinic. “That girl,’ she went on, “‘is 
headed for social suicide.” 


But dentists looked at it differently. 


“An excellent picture,” was their gen- 
eral comment. “It’s a graphic illustration 
of a point we dentists are always seek- 
ing to drive home. If all of us gave 
our teeth and gums more exercise on 
coarse, raw foods, many of our dental 
ills would disappear.” 

Time and again dental science has 
crusaded against our modern menus. 


IPANA 


TOOTH PASTE 
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“BARBAROUS!" 52, GOOD HOUSEKEEPING BEAUTY EDITOR 
“INTELLIGENT !" 52/5 YOUR OWN DENTIST 


Coarse foods are banned from our tables 
for the soft and savory dishes that rob 
our gums of work and health. Gums 
grow lazy...sensitive...tender! It’s no 
wonder that “pink tooth brush”’ is such 
a common warning. 


DON’T NEGLECT “PINK TOOTH BRUSH”! 


For unheeded, neglected —“pink tooth 
brush’’ may mean serious trouble—even 
gingivitis, pyorrhea or Vincent's disease. 


Follow your dentist’s advice. Brush 


IPANA and Massage 
mean 

Sparkling Teeth 
and Healthy Gums 


we Wey TO PREVENT “PINK TOOTH BRUSH” 


your teeth regularly with Ipana Tooth 
Paste. Then, each time, rub a little extra 
Ipana into your gums. For Ipana and 
massage help restore your gums to 
healthy firmness. Do this regularly and 
the chances are you'll never be bothered 
with “pink tooth brush.” 


WHY WAIT FOR THE TRIAL TUBE? 


Use the coupon below, if you like. But 
a trial tube can be, at best, only an intro- 
duction. Why not buy a full-size tube 
of Ipana and get a full month of scien- 
tific dental care and a quick start toward 
firmer gums and brighter teeth. 


e e e 
R 
BRISTOL-MYERS CO., Dept. K-85 4 
73 West Street, New York, N. Y. CODE 


Kindly send me a trial tube of IPANA TOOTH 
PASTE. Enclosed is a 3¢ stamp to cover partly the 
cost of packing and mailing. 
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The hush in the Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer projection room turned 


| Together, to a muffled whisper...the whisper rose to an audible hum... 
A G R EAT and in less than five minutes everybody in the room knew that a 

great new star had been born—LUISE RAINER— making her 

STAR and first American appearance in “Escapade”, WILLIAM POWELL’S 

great new starring hit! It was a historic day for Hollywood, 

aN EW STA R reminiscent of the first appearance of Garbo — another of 


those rare occasions when a great motion picture catapults a 
player to stardom. 


WILLIAM POWELL: 
CiAcpade 


with i 


LUISE RAINER 


FRANK MORGAN 


VIRGINIA BRUCE 


REGINALD OWEN 
MADY CHRISTIANS 


A Robert Z. Leonard Production 
Produced by Bernard H. Hyman 
cA Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer Picture 


Re 
ae 


| William Powell adds 
another suave character- 
ization to his long list of 
successes...and Metro- 
Goldwyn-Mayer swells 
the longest list of stars 
in filmdom with an- 
other brilliant name 
—Luise Rainer! 


Aristocrat, sophisticate, innocent— one wanted romance, 
the other wanted excitement—but one wanted his heart 
—and won it!.,.Sparkling romance of an artist who dab- 
bled with love as he dabbled with paints...and of a girl 
who hid behind a mask —but could not hide her heart 
from the man she loved! 


Preview 


Above, Charles Boyer and 
Kate Hepburn are tops in 
“Break of Hearts.’ Above, 
center, Joel McCrea, Shirley 
Temple and Rosemary Ames 
picnic in “Our Little Girl.” 
Above, right, Chet Morris 
and Paul Kelly, gangsters in 
“Public’ Hero. Now ly Right, 
you»can depend on Herbert 
Marshall and Ann Harding 
for some fine acting in “The 


Flame Within.” 


%x%*%* Break of Hearts (RKO) 


The Hepburn fans have a treat in store, for in this her latest, 
Katie has an opportunity to run the gamut of her emotions— 
and it isn't all the way from A to B, as a wisecracker once put 
the range of the young woman's histrionics. This time she takes 
in the whole twenty-six! Also, she looks radiant—which means 
that the camera's a fibber or the carneraman, an expert. But— 
and be still you thumping female hearts—the piéce d'résistance 
of the whole bloomin’ business is one Charles Boyer. Not much 
on the profile, but oh, the charm and acting ability! John Beal, 
too, does a fine job in a secondary role—that of a champagne- 
drinking playboy—which is a far cry from "The Little Minister” 
and is one up for Mr. Beal's versatility. The first part of the story, 
which deals with the meeting of an ambitious music student and 
a great musical conductor, is thrilling in its beauty and realism. 
Then all of a sudden, something goes boom and, once again, 
we have the one about two rich, temperamental people chasing 
each other all around Robin Hood's Bar (not a typographical 
error), not to mention the great Atlantic. There is the con- 
ventional happy ending which, in a picture with such _ initial 
startling story possibilities, also comes in the nature of a 
let-down. 

Preview Postscripts 

During the making of this picture, the set was closed to visitors. 
Katie always insists upon this. It's probably the Garbo in her. 
The set is not only closed to visitors, but to columnists. Those are 
the baddies who insist that a star is invariably ‘that way’ 
about her current leading man. Sometimes they're right. Some- 
times they're wrong. At this writing, Charles Boyer is in Paris 
with his wife. Mr. B. is slated to do things to the female public. 
They in turn will do things to the male public. They'll say, "Why 
aren't you like Charles Boyer? Why aren'tcha, why aren'tcha? 


A TOUR OF 
TODAY'S TALKIES 


hy Regina 


2, GnrKRCKR 


Let Modern Screen's Movie 
Scoreboard on page 52 be 
your picture guide. 


And then the male public will pick up its morning paper and 
leave without kissing the female public good-bye. John Beal 
may not cause much havoc, but he has his share of charm, 
though it's not of the ‘what | want, | take’ variety. He comes 
to us via the Broadway stage, where he has several “hit'’ per- 
formances to his credit. 


*** The Flame Within (v-C-/) 


Unless you have a passion for psychiairy or Ann Harding, this 
picture may leave you quite cold. The story involves little action, 
but a great deal of profound meditation, sharp repartee and 
mental anguish. Miss Harding can always be depended upon to 
"do" something; so having painted, written and played the harp 
in former yarns, she is now a nerve specialist, intent on untying 
the knots in people's personalities and snarling her own up in the 
meantime. It takes Herbert Marshall to untangle her—in fact, 
it takes him four years of silent suffering before the independent 
creature sees the light. In spite of such troubles though, they 
both do some convincing acting. But Maureen O'Sullivan and 
Louis Hayward, as the doctor's patients, outshine the stars with 
their performances. Maureen is the spoiled, spunky daughter of 
millions, who tries to escape Life via wrist-slashing and window- 
ering Hayward seeks solace for his woes in dat ole debbil 

rink. 

As a thoughtful psychological study this celluloider is okay, 
but it's too thoughtful to be classed as excellent entertainment. 


Preview Postscripts 
Mr. Edmund Goulding must not have been satisfactorily psycho- 
analyzed, for he became such an ardent student of psychiatry 
that not only did he direct this opus, but the story itself is the 
result of a Goulding brain-wave. (Continued on page 8) 
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cent on Youth’ 


p) hould a girl marry a man of her own age 


$& 


or should she choose a more mature husband? 
Can a girl in her twenties find happiness with 
man twice her age? Granted that May and 
December are mismated; but what about June 
and September ? 

Millions of girls for millions of years have 
_asked themselves these questions and attempted 


‘o answer them in their own lives. 


We the question ——and one of the several possible 


answers —has been made the theme of one of the most 
charming screen romances of the season, Paramount’s 
“Accent on Youth”... As a stage play “Accent on 
Youth” won acclaim from the Broadway critics and tre- 
mendous popularity with the theatre-goers. Opening late 
in 1934 it promises to continue its successful run well into 
the summer of 1935. 

Sylvia Sidney plays the screen role of the girl who 
comes face to face with this age-old question. She is 
adored by young, handsome and athletic Phillip Reed 
and she is loved by the brilliant and successful but more 
mature playwright, Herbert Marshall ... Which man shall she choose? ... That is the question 
around which the entire plot revolves and to answer it in print would spoil the delightful suspense 
which the author, Samson Raphaelson, developed to a high degree in his original New York stage 
success and which Director Wesley Ruggles maintains with equal success and charm in the screen play. 

In the supporting cast are such well-known players as Holmes Herbert and Ernest Cossart. The latter is 


playing the same role on the screen as that which he created in the original Broadway stage production. 


A tour of today’s talkies 


Bob Woolsey 
amGdl Biemt 
Wheeler do- 
ing justice to 
Win S@? INT 
Whts.’" IBe= 
lieve us, it's 
hilariously 
funny. 


Handsome 
Ray Milland 
is Sally Eil- 
ers’ leading 
man in’ Alias 
Mary Dow,” 
a Universal 
picture. 


Beautitul 
photography, 
a swell rhum- 
ba number 
and Warner 
Baxter and 
Ketti Gallian 
im — Uiacler 
the Pampas 
Moon,” make 
it a must. 


George Ratt 
comes into 
his own in 
this exciting 
murder mys- 


teiny, line 
Glass Key,” 
with Edwin 


Arnold and a 
grand cast. 


(Continued from page 6) 

Besides looking ‘mental’’ enough to qualify for 
Mr. Goulding's heroine, Ann Harding also beats 
all the other fillum ladies on that “'sassiety upper- 
crust’ look—and she comes by it honestly. Brought 
up in military circles, Ann even knows how to take 
orders—ask Mr. G. But don't ask Harry Bannister, 
her first ‘'ex''—and last, to date. He's too busy 
asking the courts, anyhow, about who's getting 
the custody of their small daughter, to pay much 
attention Herbert Marshall's the bone of 
contention in these parts—seems all the brightest 
stars crave strong, silent men for reel lovers. So 
much so that real wife, Edna Best, packed up and 
sailed for merry England recently, leaving Bart at 
the mercy of Garbo, Shearer, Bennett and Swan- 
son. Since Maureen O'Sullivan left the Emerald 
Isle, she's changed from a wild, Irish rose to a 
hard-working, dependable actress, who is now 
more in demand than almost any other young 
player. Maureen claims that everyone on this 
picture had a “ravelling good time,’ for the set 
looked like an old-fashioned knitting bee most 
of the time, with every feminine player making 
a dive for her knitting when a "'shot'’ was over. 


tx Our Little Girl (ox) 


It's another Shirley Temple picture, which means 
A-| entertainment for the kiddies, a fair show for 
grown-ups and a great clanging of the box office 
bell. If one wants to register a criticism against 
little Miss Curley Top, it would be that she is 
beginning to act just a leetle bit too much and 
seems quite camera conscious at this stage of the 
game. But who could register a complaint against 
that endearing dimple, that enchanting smile and 
the sturdy bit of babyhood that is our Shirley? 

This time the Fox starlet plays the daughter of 
a country doctor who unwittingly neglects his 
pretty wife for experiments, urgent hospital calls 
and the like. There is another man—of course, 
there always is—but he's not a baddie by intent; 
well, he's Lyle Talbot! However, Shirley saves her 
parents’ marriage through her winsomeness. The 
child's supporting cast—Joel McCrea, Erin O'Brien- 
Moore and Rosemary Ames—do what they can at 
interpreting not too scintillating characters in a 
time-worn yarn, as does John Robertson who took 
care of the directorial end of the picture-making. 


Preview Postscripts 


If the green-eyed monster comprised part of 
Frances Dee's make-up, the young woman would 
forbid hubby, Joel McCrea, to appear in an- 
other Temple celluloider. Seems our Shirley is 
positively shameless in her affection for Joel. 
Everybody talked about it and, where there's so 
much smoke—well, you know. ... On the strength 
of this great love, Fox tried to induce Mr. McC. 
to sign a contract to keep him in the fold, but he 
is evidently not permitting the romance to inter- 
fere with work, for he's still free-lancing. . . . 
Rosemary Ames, now the wife of Abner Stillwell 
who does big business in Chicago, got special 
permission from the groom to make this, her final, 
appearance on the screen. ... As for Lyle Talbot, 
this gentleman did a little sulking about the set 
as he was once tops in Shirley's affections. It isn't 
easy to be supplanted, but time is a great healer. 

Erin O'Brien-Moore, one of Broadway's finest 
stage stars, ought to be done something about. 
She's movie material plus. Somebody ought to 
throw a good role her way or at least a little 
decent lighting and then would she go places... . 
Let's not forget to mention Sniff. He's the Scottie 
the whole cast wanted to adopt when the picture 
was over. However, he's through with acting. It's too 
hectic. Maybe that's because he caused so many re- 
takes. It's invariably the feller that’s in the wrong 
that does the yipping. (Continued on page 95) 
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HAVE ALL GONE <P 


Individuality is what gives vitality to pictures. ‘ 4 
§These stars are now with GB... because x ROBERT DONAT 
GB Productions have individuality, re ee 

glamour, and a tone all their own. 


) BORIS KARLOFF 


Nene, _ 
MADGE EVANS + 


Watch For These Pictures! 

THIRTY-NINE STEPS 

THE CLAIRVOYANT 

THE TUNNEL 

THE KING OF THE DAMNED 

THE MORALS OF MARCUS 

RHODES, THE EMPIRE BUILDER 

CONRAD VEIDT KIPLING’S SOLDIERS THREE 

PASSING «=: 3eo FLOOR BACK 

MODERN MASQUERADE 

SECRET AGENT 

DR. NIKOLA 

KING SOLOMON’S MINES 
| 
) 


) MAUREEN O'SULLIVAN 


FIRST A GIRL 
BORN FOR GLORY | | 
ALIAS BULLDOG DRUMMOND | 
A GEORGE ARLISS SPECIAL | 

| 


Ss & Sy G3 TOPS ‘EM ALL 
CICELY COURTNEIDGE wy | TOM WALLS IN m 


BARRY MACKA 


Nw” 
HELEN VINSON 


*By courtesy of Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer 
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If you were a guest in Myrna Loy’s 
home, the menu would include a crisp, 
tangy salad. Perhaps an Avocado or 
a Sour Cream Salad, the ingredients 
for which are pictured at the letfi, 
below. Simple to make, a treat to eat. 


ky Marjorie Deen 


UMOR, originality and sex appeal are outstand- 
ing characteristics of lovely, laughing, alluring 
Myrna Loy, as we all know. And those same 
qualities characterize the salads that are whipped 
together daily in Miss Loy’s kitchen for her especial 
enjoyment. Ean 

“Sex appeal, humor and originality in salads? How is 
that possible?” you inquire incredulously. 

Well, and why not? I know I was completely sold on 
just that possibility after hearing Myrna Loy’s ideas on 
the subject of salads and after listening, fascinated, to 
the recipes and salad-making directions generously given 
me by Miss Loy’s French-Spanish, Mexican-born secre- 
tary de luxe and feminine major-domo, Carolina Pradeau. 
From the efficient Carolina (pronounced Cahr-o-leena by 
Miss Loy) I managed to find out a good deal about new 
ways to fix and serve the different greens and dressings 
that comprise the salad course. But of even greater im- 
portance is the fact that I discovered during our conver- 
sation the kinds of salads that Myrna Loy demands. 

“T loathe sweet salads, all thick with gooey fruits, 
cherries and whipped cream,” redheaded Myrna informed 
me. “I like salads that are crisp, tart, full of green 
vegetables and drenched with a spicy dressing—a French 
dressing, maybe, or Thousand Island, or the Special 
Mayonnaise that Carolina makes. Down with sweet 
salads!” she declared with an impish smile. 

And won’t the men folk cheer at that declaration! 


The Modem 


For Myrna’s words, I am sure, echo the protest of most 
of the males of the nation. Down with sweet salads in- 
deed—men, like Myrna. want greens that are crisp and 
dry, vegetables that are fresh and crunchy and dressings 
that are tart and tangy. 

Of course, it’s not at all surprising that the men would 
approve of anything that Myrna favors, for as Loy goes 
so goes the masculine nation. Yes, since playing the 
humorous, companionable, entirely urbane wife in “The 
Thin Man” Miss Loy has become, in a comparatively 
short time, the Number One Glamor Girl of the films. 
Which merely proves that the exotic is out of date! 


YOU REMEMBER doubtless when this very popular 
young star from Helena, Montana, self-christened Myrna 
Loy to match slanting green eyes, auburn hair and a 
striking appearance, played only sirens, without achiev- 
ing more than a moderate success. Then along came an- 
other type of role completely and she discovered that a 
nice, healthy sense of humor gets a girl much farther 
these days ! 

3ut how to inject a sense of humor—not to mention 
sex appeal and originality—into a salad? Well, that’s a 
problem that might well stump the average housewife. 
So let’s see what hints we can collect from the imagina- 
tive Loy kitchen. I’m pleased to relate that while doing 
so we can also pick up some working plans for a couple 
of light summer dishes which Miss Loy dotes on. 


Men will cave over the salads that Myrna Loy likes 
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These include one jewel among gems 
—a Mexican dish on which Caro- 
lina »rides herself no end. It is 
Myrna’s favorite concoction and is 
called ““Taquitos’—but more about 
that later. 

On those days when her many 
other duties allow her time to go 
into the kitchen, Carolina proves to 
be a splendid all-around cook. And, 
according to Myrna, she’s a past 
master at salad-making in general, 
having very definite ideas about the 
ingredients that go into her salads. 
“More salads are ruined in the mak- 
ing than in the serving,” she says 
very wisely. 

“Never,” says Miss Loy’s Caro- 
lina, “do I let metal touch the salad 
greens—whether lettuce, romaine, 
chicory, endive or water cress. Many 
people shred greens with scissors, 
you know, or chop them with a 
knife. Not I! I always tear salad 
greens with my fingers.” 

How many times, in restaurants, 
have you marveled at a salad’s firm, 
fresh beauty? Well, to achieve the 
crisp, dry perfection of a profes- 
sional chef’s salad, according to 
Carolina, you place your greens in a 
sieve or colander, wash them thor- 
oughly in cold water, shake the water 
from each leaf and place the greens 
in a dry napkin. Then place them 
in the refrigerator for three hours 
or so. This eliminates the necessity 
for freshening greens with ice cubes 


or any danger of waterlogging 
them. 
Another Carolina precaution is 


never to put the salad dressing on 
greens and vegetables until the last 
moment—just before serving, in 
fact. As you have probably learned 
from sad experience, nothing ruins 
a salad more quickly than adding the 
dressing an hour or more before 
serving and popping it into the re- 
frigerator for safe-keeping. Your 
salad comes out as limp as a post- 
Christmas pocketbook ! 


HAVING found out that Myrna is 
extremely fond of salads, I set 
about discovering her favorites from 
Carolina. One, I found out, is Sour 
Cream Salad; another is a delicious 
concoction called Salad De Luxe, the 
recipe for which Myrna _ begged 
from the chef of Musso-Frank’s 
Café, a popular and informal Holly- 
wood restaurant. Still another is a 
ritzy Salad Caviar, and the fourth is 
a pictorially perfect dish utilizing an 
avocado (alligator pear, you know) 
and a hard-boiled egg to achieve a 
handsome effect and a dashing color 
scheme. 

Salads, in the Loy household, fre- 
quently take the place of desserts, ap- 
pearing last onthe menu, followed only 
by a small (Continued on page 90) 
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YOUR BROTHERS A 
NEW MAN SINCE 
HE MARRIED LUCY. 
HE OUGHT TO 
JOIN THE HAPPY 
HUSBANDS CLUB. | 


“That’s a mean crack. Why don’t you be 
nice and tell Lucy how to get rid of 
tattle-tale gray?” 


“How would I know? I’ve never kept 
house. You tell me and I'll tell her.” 


“All right, listen...” 


iH 


“T’ll remember—anything else?”’ 

“Sure! Tell Lucy to wash everything 
in that gorgeous trousseau of hers with 
Fels-Naptha Soap. It’s gentle as can be 
to silk undies and stockings. And it’s 
nice to hands, too.” 


© 1935, FELS & CoO. 


HE MIGHT AS 


WELL JOIN THE 


“GRAY SHIRTS? 
TOO. 


“Lucy's trouble is left-over dirt—her 
clothes are only half clean. So tell her to 
change to Fels-Naptha right away. That 
grand golden soap is so chockful of naptha 
that dirt almost flies out. And I mean 
ALL OF IT, too!” 


“Look! I told Lucy what you said about 

Fels-Naptha—and now she won't keep 

house without it. It’s a life-saver!”’ 
“That's why I teli everybody... 


BANISH TATTLE-TALE GRAY 
WITH FELS-NAPTHA SOAP” 


~ oh l8 eo, | 
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When is a husband not a husband? Yep, you're right! 
When he’s Mae Wesi’s. However, all this talk about wedding 
rings, rice, old shoes and the event that is supposed to have 
come off way back in 1911 isn’t getting the buxom blonde 
down. Indeed, ‘tis said that the handsome dark lad with eyes 
like coals of fire (just the poet in us, pals) who led the lion cub 
on a leash before the Brown Derby recently is the present object 
of Mae’s affections. Anna-hoo, the fans armed with autograph 
albums and fountain pens, bent on collecting the “John Han- 
cocks” of their film favorites, retreated when the miniature Leo 
made his personal appearance, and the doorman at the B. D. 
beat a hasty retreat into the adjoining auto park, as your re- 
porter dropped the pound of steak she was carrying in order to 
keep the African puppy busy while she looked for a hole in 
which to hide. 

Well, whoever said that there is nothing left to hunt in the 
jungles these days except the Martin Johnsons surely knew 
what he was talking about! 


Just to prove that we’re generous or foolhardy or sumpin’, 
we give any of you who may be embryo lyric writers a 
lead on a new song. Howz about “When it’s casting time 
at Metro, then the stars begin to sulk?’’ Never mind, never 
mind, you’re welcome! Seems that that gwate big Wally 
Beery just didn’t like the role assigned him in “O’Shaugh- 
nessy’s Boy,” so he up and flew away to parts unknown until 
the Powers That Be decided to coax him back. Yep, they 
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(Left) Sharon Lynn, Sally Eilers and Myrna Loy at the 
Beverly-Wilshire. Myrna went to Europe after a 
studio tiff. (Below) Laughton, Gloria Swanson, Herb 
Marshall, Frances Marion and Merle Oberon cele- 
brate the King’s Jubilee at the Ambassador. 


didn’t even know Wally had gone until the hangar in the 
airport was found empty. 

Then Myrna Loy, so full of “perze” and aplomb, didn’t care 
for her part in “Lie Like a Gentleman,’ so she took a train 
and a boat and wound up in dear ole Lunnon. That was going 
far enough away from an unpleasant situation, you'll admit! 
However, all’s well that ends well and, at this writing, the two 
problem children have returned to home and filmside with a 
vacation apiece to the good. 

Moral: If you want a thing, don’t ask for it—just take it! 


Well, it may not have been orchids to Ann Sothern, but it 
surely turned out to be a big corsage of scallions for Gene Ray- 
mond! It seems that the story got around Hollywood that this 
pair were “that way” and that the platinum gent had sent Miss 
S. a dozen orchids to clinch the deal. Instead of being grateful 
that he was accused of being such a spendthrift, Raymond em- 
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(Below) The Gary Coopers and the Cedric Gibbons 
(Del Rio) turned out for the charity benefit given by 
Art Stebbins for the children’s playground. (Right) 
And the Fredric Marches, who gave such realistic 
portrayals in the film classic ‘‘Les Miserables.” 


phatically denied wherever possible that he even so much as 
presented the lady with a posie. Gallant—eh, wot? Naturally 
the woman in the case became much embarrassed. But Gene ex- 
plained it all away by saying that if the false rumor got around to 
Janet Gaynor she might be angry and perhaps even jealous. 
Now, pull-eez! Janet with her dentist-beau, her impacted wisdom 
tooth n’everything! 


You're gonna fall for Luise Rainer, Metro’s latest importa- 
tion, when you see her in “Lie Like a Gentleman.’”’ La Rainer 
was discovered in Hamburg (a city in Germany, not to be con- 
fused with the product of a hot dog stand) and is totally un- 
impressed even by genius. 

A charming gentleman approached the table when we 
lunched recently and after he departed, Luise remarked, “He 
eez so sweet. He play to me on the boat coming over when 
I am so-o seasick. He play well, too. Heez name is Mischa 


Elman.” And how are you getting along with your music? 


Did you know that Shirley Temple has two false teeth? Yes, 
yes, she’s getting along now, is our little girl. In order to fill 
the space left by two departed baby molars, a dentist inserted 
tiny china ones and Shirley had her troubles keeping them 
adjusted during the filming of “Our Little Girl.” 


The English colony here are certainly augmenting our 
vocabulary! Someone asked Herbert Marshall why he didn’t 
buy a home in Beverly Hills and really settle down. 

“My dear,’ he replied, “I can’t stand coping, that is why. 
Coping with mortgages, coping with taxes, coping with ser- 


vants!” However, luckily for the real estate agents, there 
are plenty of Americans who like to cope! 
i oe | 


Those old meanies who predicted that the Joan Bennett-Gene 
Markey matrimonial bark was heading for disaster are now just 
as busy pretending that they don’t know what is being talked 
about when the matter is accusingly brought up. You see, when 
Joan tripped to New York all by her lonesome recently, it was 
to visit her oculist and not for the gay vacation that was re- 
ported. This news is perhaps disappointing in some quarters, 
but nevertheless true! 
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‘VWllustrated by 


Ginger Rogers 
shows a distin- 
guished guest 
about the “Top 
Give sotm Cole 
Henry L. Roose- 
velt, Assistant 
Secretary of the 
Navy. Ginger’s 
sea-going cos- 
tume is nifty, 
dontcha think? 


We wonder if Bruce Cabot and Adri- 
enne Ames like to play Indian. At a 
recent preview of Bruce’s latest picture, 
“Let ‘Em Have It,” he entered the the- 
atre lobby alone and twenty paces behind 
(or four tomahawks) his “‘squaw” saun- 
tered. Two nights later at a big preview, 
along came Bruce, all dressed up and on 
parade seemingly by himself. And again, 
Adrienne brought up the rear. What 
goes on? The Cherokees vs. the Co- 
manches? No prize will be given for 
the answer, no matter how nearly correct 
you hit it. 


Pat Ellis was seen for the first time in lo, these many moons, 
stepping out to the Trocadero with Earl Blackwell. Theirs was one 


of those romances that “flivvered” as Hollywood romances have a 
way of doing, but it looks as if all’s well again with this handsome 
young couple—tor the time being, anyhow. 


Speaking of constancy, if you think that sudden fame and for- 
tune necessarily change a young man’s affections, you'll be sur- 
prised. Fred MacMurray and Robert Taylor, lads who will go far 
histrionically and financially, are still 
cuh-razy for the gals who “knew them 
when.” Fred still knows that the beau- 
tiful model in a Los Angeles department 
store is the only one for him and Bob 


No, now don't 
get excited! Bill 


Powell isn't dat: 
ing Joan Bennett 
Markey in place 


will tell you any old time that a “bit” 
player on the lot—and not Jean Parker 
or any other Jean—is the feminine tops. 


of Jean Harlow. 
They just were 
snapped this 
way at a recent 
benefit. So that’s 
that, my dears. 


You'll find it’s the biggest, boldest, bad- 
dest he-men who carefully walk several 
feet out of their way to avoid going under 
a ladder. So we weren't s’prised to hear 
that Buck Jones is superstitious. His fa- 
mous horse, “Silver,” is getting along in 
years, so has had to have several doubles 
for difficult feats. And each and every one of his new stand-ins must 
answer io the name of “Silver” before Buck allows him to appear in 
the picture! Claims that name has brought him nine-tenths of all 
the luck he’s ever had. 


Can you imagine it? We always thought the best place to study 
the Hollywood stars was right on Hollywood Boulevard, but Doris 
Kenyon, Fritz Leiber, Joan Crawford, Billie Burke and many 
other of the movie colony folks go to Griffith Park these days 
where the world-famous planetarium has just been completed. They 

claim it’s the best place in town to study 

the stars. 
Frances Lang- 
ford, a great 
radio pet, sings 
a duet with Dick 
Powell fora 
weekly broad- 
cast. Frances is 
on the coast to 
make a picture. 
She's a cute 
trick to watch for. 


Kay Johnson believes in suffering for her 
art if need be. In fact, she’s even sacri- 
ficing husband John Cromwell's peace of 
mind for the next year to come—at least 
every time he looks at her. For t’other day 
Kay had her hair cut off within an inch of 
her scalp—all for the Noble Cause. She hap- 
pens to be crazy about her new role for 
“Jalna” and, finding that the wigs which 
she was to wear looked too heavy, Kay 
just hied herself to the nearest barber chair, 
shut her eyes, gritted her teeth, and told 
him to go to it! What's more, she’s facing 
a predicament with her hats, for the only kind of chapeau Kay will 
wear is the kind that perch right on the tip of her nose. 


Know how you get the jitters when someone literally sits on the 
horn of their car in front of your house? Well, Adrienne Ames 
and Bruce Cabot know how ’tis, anyhow, for the other day they 
were entertaining Evelyn Venable and Hal Mohr, when a loud and 
persistent tooting started up from the front drive. Finally Evelyn 
reached for her hat, claiming that she was slowly but surely losing 
her mind—and she’d rather lose it at home. So the Hal Mohrs’ 
started for their car, only to find it hidden in a cloud of smoke, 
with a valiant crowd of neighbors dousing buckets of water on it 
and frantically honking the horn for the owner! 


Adrian, who designs smart gowns and 
snappy accessories over Metro way, had 
a tough assignment on his hands recently. 
The order was to think up something gay 
and colorful in the way of lady’s apparel 


Going up! The 
Laurels and the 
Hardys rise to 
the ballroom 


floor of the Bev- 
erly - Wilshire 


for Stuart Erwin. No, your eyes are not 
deceiving you! It seems that Stu is to play 


a female impersonator in “Broadway ; 
Melody.” Try as Adrian would, his client for the Mayfair 
got twisted up in every length of silk he put party. Left to 
on and, no matter how conservative the ricilat, IMlirs, 
model, Mr. E’s freckled face beaming atop 
it, gave the frock that futile, silly look. Laurel, Stan, 
Speaking of the Erwins, this happy pair Mrs. Hardy and 
threw a spook party not so long ago, at Oliver. 


which the women became so hysterical 

that it was called off in favor of bridge in short order. Among those 
frightened were the Paul Kellys, Pat O’Briens, James Cagneys and 
Frank McHughs—all Persians! 


The making of “Diamond Jim Brady” rated Hugh O'Connell a 
couple of sprained leg ligaments. It seems that Hughie was re- 
quired to bounce a Gay Nineties belle on each knee in the bar- 
room sequence. The gals hadn’t even a bowing acquaintance with 
lamb chops and pineapple—or any other diet you can name. Mr. 
O’C. must have bounced too realistically and—well, you know the 
rest! He was carried home only to find 
that more ill luck had overtaken him. 
His Chinese cook had heard about their 
needing extras for “Oil for the Lamps of 
China” and swiitly departed Warner- 
ward to be an actor without so much as a 
“by your leave” from Hughie. It never 
rains, but it pours! 


Jean Muir is fast climbing the ladder of 
success. But she’s climbing in her stocking 
feet! Before gsing into any of those 
tensely dramatic scenes, for which she’s 
gdaining such an enviable reputation, Jean 
kicks her shoes into a corner on the set. 
Then she proceeds to emote. “I feel so 
much more more soulful this way,” she explains. 


If there’s anything that makes the husky men of the screen grit 
their molars and see red, ’tis when some lissome lassie sighs en- 
viously and says, “Aren’t they lucky—never having to diet for their 
screen figgers !’” For—shhhh—even the gentlemen of the fifth estate 
have to watch that third dimension. Clark Gable, Richard Dix, Pat 
O’Brien, in fact all of "em—are subject to waistline scrutiny by 
their directors. The latest actor to go on a rampage of pineapple 
juice and an occasional lettuce leaf is Jimmy Dunn who was 
advised in no uncertain tones to part with 
ten pounds before showing up for the 
lead in “Song and Dance Man.” 


In “Orchids to You,” John Boles’ latest 
flicker, you'll see the world’s most beeYOU- 
tiful set—in fact you'll almost smell it! 
It’s a florist shop built of chromium and 
glass and housing millions of lovely 
flowers. There are American Beauties, 
orchids, violets, lilies, camellias and—well, 
every variety of bloom under the sun. 
Such a profusion of pesies we'd never 
seen—and wouldja believe it, every one 
is artificial! Special studio flower-makers 
have painstakingly patterned each bloom 
into such an exact replica of the original that only by feeling the 
paper leaves and sniffing the pasty perfume could we believe that 
our eyes deceived us. 


The two charm- 
ing Mexican 
sisters, Renee 
and Raquel 
Torres, pose in- 
it © ip tan ot Il Wye 
Raquel is Mrs. 
Stephen Ames, 
you know. And 
Renee dates 
many swdins. 


Hollywood 
WOmeleirg ai 
James Bakewell 
and Mary Car- 
lisle are back to- 
gether again. 
They certainly 
look chummy 
hereas snapped 
at the Torres’ 
tennis party. 


Fay Wray just can’t keep her feet on the ground any more. 
After flying from New York to Hollywood, following her return 
from London, where she was kept busy by Gaumont-British doing 
“Clairvoyant” and “Bulldog Jack,” Fay spent just two weeks in 
sunny California, then flitted back to New York enroute to fogg 
England. “I just don’t like terra firma,’ Fay explained to the 
crowd seeing her off at the airport. “Well, as for me,” flipped 
Bob Montgomery, “the more firma the less terra.’ 

(Continued on page 54) 
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44 vacation can do won- 


ders por you—from a 


beau ty standpoint 


Grace Moore, off to Cannes for her va- 
cation a while ago, knows the value of 
“getting away from it all.’ Why don't 
you, too, catch up on your beauty 
while you're vacationing? 


the frown wrinkles that etch themselves through 
worry and tenseness, all get smoothed out 
miraculously. 

All right, you say, it’s all very well for her to talk, 
but we can’t very well make a vacation different 
unless we have a different budget. 
Well, what if you only get a va- 
cation in the country, you can 
make it a real beautifying vaca- 
tion, anyway. Take long hikes 
along country roads and_ sweet 
smelling woods. “Go Hollywood” 
and wear shorts. Climb fences and 
Ride horseback. Climb haystacks 
and slide down them. All those things are going 
to accomplish marvels with your figure. The spare 


ROUND about this time we read snatches 
about the stars “getting away from it all,” 
and tripping off to Europe, or the Ber- 
mudas, or retiring to their own “little” place in the 
country. For sheer vacation glamor we hand the 


palm to Grace Moore and her hand- 
some husband, Valentin Parera, 

by Mary 
Kiddle 


who celebrated the occasion of their 
fourth wedding anniversary in Ven- 
ice, in the very “Palazzo” overlook- 
ing the Grand Canal where they 
spent their honeymoon. ‘The glo- 
rious Grace sang at the King’s Ju- 
bilee in London, and spent some time at her home 
near Cannes in Southern France, so she is our idea 
of a cosmopolitan vacationer de luxe. 


jump brooks. 


Ah, me, we sigh in envy, and wonder how it 
would feel to plan a vacation such as that. But here 
we are up to planning our own vacations, so we can’t 
be very envious. Do try to make your vacation as 
different as possible this year. We all need a change 
of scenery, a “getting away from it all,” once in a 
while. A vacation is the greatest wrinkle eradicator 
in the world. The fatigue lines that make our faces 
haggard, and develop those nose-to-mouth furrows, 
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tire around your waistline will be punctured before 
you know it. You'll have to take in deep breaths 
of the fresh air, and there is nothing better than 
deep breathing exercises to round out a hollow neck 
and flat chest, and make you desirable looking in 
a décolletage evening gown for later on. You have 
soft water in the country, too, which your skin will 
appreciate. You'll come back from your vacation 
looking so healthy that youll gasp at your- 
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self in the mirror, and say in ad- 
iniration, “Is it really 1?” 

Whatever your vacation, whether 
it be spent at the seaside, in the 
mountains, or in the city “doing the 
sights,’ you generally have to make 
your trip by train, auto, or boat. 
(Unless you're like Miriam Hopkins 
and a lot of the Hollywoodites who 
go in for air travel almost exclu- 


sively.) So you'll want to have a 
complete, compact, convenient, 
ready-at-a-moment’s notice beauti- 
fying kit. Suppose you should dis- 


cover Robert Montgomery or Ronald 
Colman back on the observation plat- 
form of your train. Don’t whip out 
your compact, and apply fresh 
powder, rouge and lipstick over 
stale, grimy make-up. Hie yourself 
to the dressing-room or turn an im- 
placable back to curious onlookers. 
Apply your cleansing cream with 
quick but thorough fingertips. A 
quick cleanser is one of the most 
important things your beauty kit 
should hold. A liquefying cleanser 
that melts right down in your pores 
in a jiffy is a grand quick cleanser. 
Remove the cream with soft facial 
tissues. And do carry a large sup- 
ply of the latter on any and all 
traveling occasions. (Use them 
double thickness and you'll find them 
the most sanitary handkerchiefs in 
the world... you know how grubby 
looking handkerchiefs get in a short 
while.) After removal of the cream 
with the tissues, wipe away every 
last trace of oil with a skin fresh- 
ener. If you're feeling hot and 
sticky, a skin freshener or mild 
astringent is a beautifully refreshing 
face tonic. | Pat the freshener on 
with a small cotton pad which you 
can throw away afterward. You 
can get a small box of cotton pads 
at the ten-cent store, and they’re a 
worthy traveling investment. Use 
them for patting on your powder, 
too. Some of the powder puffs I’ve 
traveling have been grimy 
enough to make strong men shudder. 


AQUEL TORRES, who mar- 
ried Stephen Ames a year or so 
ago, and has since had about four 
or five honeymoon trips, says that 
the success of keeping fresh looking 
while you’re traveling depends on 
the frequent cleansing of the skin. 
And that’s one time when you can’t 
say, “Oh, I just don’t have time for 
tea 
If you can manage it in your va- 
cation budget, an overnight kit is a 
convenient thing to have for carry- 
ing all your beautifying aids; the 
kind with a mirror in the top so 
that it becomes a regular portable 
dressing-table. When I say all your 
beautifying aids, I’m not prescribing 
(Continued on page //) 


MODERN SCREEN 


These Frocks 


, 


by “Carolyn’ 


Makers of gay smart dresses advise, 
“Wash them with Ivory FLAKES” 


Cape frocks ... jacket ensembles... 
prints —the most exciting new frocks 
are being designed to take trips through 
lukewarm suds of pure Ivory Flakes. 
The Carolyn Modes we show, for ex- 
ample, are all tagged “washable with 
Ivory Flakes.’”’ And listen to what other 
creators of America’s smartest daytime 
clothes say —‘‘We have found that pure 
Ivory Flakes give the best results in 
laundering our washable fashions.’’ Of 
course, Ivory is pure—that’s why it’s 
an ‘“‘Ivory-washable’’ season! 


Good news for you—and good luck 


for your pocket-book! You get 1/5 more 
flakes for your money when you buy the 
big blue Ivory box. Ivory Flakes are 
your biggest bargain in fine-fabrics 
soap today! 
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Un Gitiimal 


women asked me to explain why Kotex 


“CAN'T CHAFE” 


Means much on active days 


To be happy and natural one must be com- 
fortable. The new Kotex gives lasting com- 
fort and freedom. You see, the sides of Kotex 
are cushioned in a special, soft, downy cotton 
—all chafing, all irritation is prevented. But 
mind you, sides only are cushioned—the cen- 
ter surface is left free to absorb. 


T’S only natural that women should be vitally concerned 
about this intimate subject. And I’ve discovered this: 
once women understand the 3 exclusive advantages that only 
Kotex offers, most of them will not be satisfied with any 


other sanitary napkin! 


By reading the facts presented here, you can learn what 
I believe every woman has a right to know. You need never 
have times when you're ill at ease. For now there is a sim- 
ple way to carefree, perfect poise on the days it’s hardest to 
attain. Here’s a modern sanitary napkin—Kotex—that has re- 
movedallannoyance fromwomen’s most perplexing problem. 

Kotex brings women 3 gratifying comforts that you can un- 
derstand by simply looking at the construction of the pad itself. 

With all of these extra Kotex advantages costing so little, 
there’s no economy in accepting ordinary kinds. 

For greater protection on some days depend on Super 
Kotex. For emergency, look for Kotex in ladies’ rooms in 


West Cabinets. 


MODERN SCREEN 
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“CAN'T FAIL” 


Is important, too 


Security means much to every woman at all 
times ...and Kotex assures it! It has a special 
center layer whose channels guide moisture 
evenly the whole length of the pad. This spe- 
cial center gives “body” but not bulk—makes 
Kotex adjust itself to every natural movement. 
No twisting. The filler of Kotex is actually 5 
times more absorbent than cotton. 


WONDERSOFT KOTEX 


BUY THE NEW KOTEX SANITARY BELT. Narrow and adjustable. Requires no pins. 
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“CAN'T SHOW” 


Gives evening peace-of-mind 


The sheerest dress, the closest -fitting gown 
reveals no tell-tale lines. What an aid to self- 
confidence and poise. The ends of Kotex are 
not only rounded but flattened and tapered 
besides. Absolute invisibility—no tiny wrin- . 
kles whatsoever. 


Author of ‘‘Marjorie May’s 12th Birthday” 


QUEST 


the positive deodorant powder 
for personal daintiness 


A new scientific discovery makes 
possible the perfect deodorant 
powder for use with Kotex...and 
for your every need! Quest, spon- 
sored by the makers of Kotex, is a 
dainty, soothing powder, pleasant 
and safe to use. Quest assures all- 
day-long body freshness. Buy Quest 
when you buy Kotex... only 35c 
for the large 2-ounce can. 
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A triumphant encore to “One ~ 
Night of Love" is Grace Moore's 

new Columbia picture, “Love 
Me Forever." Leo Carrillo and 
Michael Bartlett, a new singer, 
provide the love interest for 


the lovely diva in this opus. ~ 


Grace finished work on the 
picture and then rushed off to — 
‘New York and a sailing for ~ 
England in order to keep her 
date at. Covent Garden on 
June 6, when she warbled for 
the King and Queen as part 
of the Jubilee celebration. 
Any prolonged stay in Eu- 
rope will depend upon how 
soon Columbia will need her. 
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Bette Davis need no 
longer doubt that Holly- 
wood thinks she’s a swell 
actress since all the 
Academy Awards. stir. 
Evidently undismayed 
by the clamor, Bette steals 
a sun bath between shots 
on ‘Front Page Woman.” 


= 


After an Hawaiian vaca- 
tion that stirred up ro- 
mantic wedding rumors 
about an Army officer, 
Ann Harding is back at 
work, looking lovelier, if 
possible. Her next role is 
in the famous play, ‘The 
Flame Within.” 


Here he is, girls, 
the blond young 
gent who is giving 
all Hollywood's 
he-men a bad case 
of migraine since 
you fans went 
wild over him in 
“Naughty Mariet- 
ta’! Nelson Eddy 
—d magnetic new 
personality, grand 
voice and—vwell, 
the editorial statf 
is out of adjec- 
tives! He and Jea- 
nette MacDonald 
will team soon 
again for M-G-M. 


And ito the right, 
another new face 
that is causing a 
great flutter when- 
ever it flashes on 
the screen—Fred 
MacMurray. Per- 
haps it's because 
Fred considers all 
the acclaim just 
pure luck, that he 
gives a@ very genu- 
ine, unaffected. 
portrayal to all his 
roles. “Men With- 
out Names,” a new. 
one of the G-men 
thrillers, is in work 
now with Fred in 
an.important role. 
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You don't need 


any introduction to 


this suave, charm- 
ing gentleman 
who adds a dis- 
tinguished touch 
to every picture he 
appears in. Sir 
Guy Standing, of 
course. Incidental- 
ly, Sir Guy has 
had Hollywood's 
tongues twitting 
about his frequent 
public appear- 
ances with Toby 
Wing. You'll see 
him next in ‘The 
Big Broadcast of 
1935." 


That zany, Charlie 
Ruggles—he man- 
ages to get into 
more baffling situ- 
ations than any 
other comedian on 
the screen. It's 
probably the 
wrong number 
that he’s toying 
with here, but 
you'll have to see 
him in ‘No More 
Ladies’’ to make 
sure. Joan Craw- 
ford, Bob Mont- 
gomery and Fran- 
chot Tone are 
Charlie's play- 
mates in this opus. 
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She may be a mother and one of Hollywood's most’ 

respectable matrons, but to her fans, Arline Judge is 

the collegian’s delight. Her lively wise-cracking netted 

her her eighteenth campus flapper part in “College 

Scandal.” And if you don’t think it takes skill to be 
a perennial collegian-—-try it! 


This gay young miss has a way of stealing more than 

her share of applause in about every screen role she 

has. Jane Withers isn’t quite ten yet but she is a swell 

little actress. Meet “Bubbles” who poses with Jane 

and is her pet blue Persian kitten sent by a fan. Jane’s 
in Ginger” with Jackie Searle. 
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| Fixst pact in the charming Story of a plain preckle-faced : 
Mon tana gil uho became Hollywood ‘4 leading exotic lady | 


little girl of thirteen stood alone in a strange 

room and said to herself, “My Daddy is dead.” 

And, as that thin, chill knife of dread certainty 
entered her heart, it cut her life right in half, as neat 
an incision as ever was made. 

For on one side of the knife-cut stretched thirteen 
sunny, secure years for little Myrna Williams, daughter 
of David and Della Williams. Happy home 
life in the pleasant spacious house in Hel- 
ena, Montana. 

Helena was a wealthy community, for 
-many of the Gold Rush families were still 
living luxuriously and gaily upon the 
wealth the Gulch had once given up to them. 
They were the comfortable custodians of 
the Gulch and life was lived spaciously 
there, substantially and well. And the Williams family, 
while not conspicuously wealthy, were comfortable, too. 

The small Myrna’s first thirteen years were lived in a 
peaceful, plentiful home of her own, with a room of her 
own and pretty clothes, books and toys plus good times 
with a young brother, David, to tease and be teased by. 

' The Montana ranges were her playground and on those 
magnificent acres she grew robust, hardy and fit. 

Myrna’s grandparents were pioneers, stalwart men 
and sturdy, child-bearing women who had come over the 
plains in covered wagons, taking the day as they found 
it. From them, Myrna believes, she has inherited her 
belief that to live for the day is sufficient unto itself. As 
those hard-living pioneers laid them down to rest, giving 
thanks for a day.of food and safety, so Myrna lives only 
for the day and does not reckon with tomorrow, and 
tomorrow. She takes good care of the present. She 
leaves the future to her Presbyterian God. 

Once, when she was very small, a visitor teased her 
and said, “What nationality are you, Myrna?” And the 
child answered, soberly, “I am Presbyterian.” 

And she was. Very Presbyterian during her ado- 

lescent years. Given to reading the Bible for hours 
at a time and saying long and earnest prayers, 
very preoccupied with the rigors of observing 

the Ten Commandments. 
Her father’s people were Welsh, 
her mother’s people came from 
Scotland and Sweden. 
Only last 


the truth about the 


Hall 


money in Montana lands 


Miss Loy. 
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year her mother returned to Scotland to visit and brought § 
back interesting tales of the eighteen sons and daughters J 
of the maternal great-grandmother who are settled the § 
length and breadth of the Scot domain. 


MYRNA NEVER saw her father’s mother but she is |§ 
said to resemble her. From the paternal grandmother, § 
she has been told, come those wide cheek § 
bones and slightly Oriental eyes, that Celtic || 
something in that calm provocative face. § 
Strange and haunting are the tales told-of § 
Grandmother Williams, of her fascination |§ 
and courage, her Welsh wit and wisdom, § 
the aura of mystery that always hovered Jf 
over her. The “Mystery Woman of Holly- 
wood” must be legend derived direct from_ 
the “Mystery Woman of Wales!” 

But it was Myrna’s maternal grandmother who most 
influenced _Myrna’s childhood. Myrna’s. mother and 
father were gay and sociable people. They had a great | 
many friends, a great zest for life and entertained and 
were entertained lavishly. And many a time Myrna and | 
the small David were sent to Grandmother Annabelle’s | 
for the night or for a week at a time. And Grandmother | 
Annabelle was a memory-making grandmother. The 
kind of a grandmother who had a storeroom full to 
overflowing with jams and pastries, and cookie jars full 
of ginger cookies and a reticule filled with pep’mint 
lozenges and a heart full of the old lore of the days 
when she had crossed the country in a covered wagon. 

“She never took anything as a hardship,” Myrna told 
me, “and I think that if I have any independence of _ 
spirit I owe a great deal of it to Grandmother Johnson. | 
As a child she gave me to understand that there is © 
something nasty about people who whimper and 
whine, even when those people have a real right 
to scream and cry. She had a lusty fearless 
joy in life and hardships were a part of life 
and you took them—standing up!” 

Myrna’s father was her pal, too. 
He was a gay person, Myrna told 
me, a man who made a lot of 


and believed that 
(Continued on 
page, 63) 
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| PLACE OF MARRIAGE 


| County of MILWAUKEE Department of Health Bureau of Vital Statistics 


STATE OF WISCONSIN 


kee and started all the 
fun. Below, at left, is Mae 
in “Diamond Lil’ when a 
Frank Wallace was the 
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Here at the right are | } Tewnehip BS SER So aS COPY OF MARRIAGE RECORD | | 
some of the pictures which Villag | 

of P. Ne.2253) 
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in the same play. Last 
tow, Mae as she is today 
in ‘Goin’ to Town.” And 
last, a dark Mae in a 
honeymoon pose with a 
Frank Wallace and.her . 
brother. Do you think the 
dark-haired gal looks like 
our blonde Mae? 


Birthplace 


Birthplees 
= ~___New ¥aardor country |, New York: or Country) Maes 


r repeticg to the RECISTER OF DEEDE SEND 
SISTER OF 


Pe:den 


Slese 
adeher Anno Bubria 
Bistaplece 
od Mother te or Country) 
Maiden Name ef :he Bride, if ahe was previously married..-_..... 2... 


“Birib, : 
_ Packer” Russ Pate or Country) ; _uFaker Ne W YoWKteor Country) 
; Naz 


| 
i 


the State Registrar. 


SERVED FOR BINDING 


x 
S| 
= 


CERTIFICATE OF PERSON PERFORMING CEREMONY 


uilnistere or other pervens required to repert marriages te yeu. Ramos ber that 


1 HEREBY CERTIFY that_____._--------- Frank Wallace 2a 
Peete Mec Siest erarennscnncerene ronan enncnnnnnaen nanan nc ecntcsecateccineneenenesoena WERE joined im Marriages | 
‘a lance with the lawe of the State of Wisconsin, @#..... Milwaukee Wis 

Apri sot: oie 5 


MARGIN RI 
WRITE PLAINLY WITH UNFADING INK—TILS IS A PEKMAXENT RECORD 


Parton ofcion bole a order 


dine J TUBES of the 


ciatine * 


Thio ferm ef certificate {e to bs weed ealy by lecal registrs a /. 
THIS CERTIFICATE COMPLETELY FILLED OUT TO THE 


n ® 


. DO NOT distribute these blanks to 
all original cortificates must be esnt direct to 
———_— 


mailed to the state office. 


guadenty et be 
mrederick O05 Ch 

ertholomen | 
and Bedford .7 36 


Above left, Norman Scott Barnes and his 
doting parents. Right, Joan Blondell, a 
star who is proud of her motherhood. 
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Bill wanted to forget Hollywood and its 
ceaseless grind; he had enough wealth so 
he ran away—and ran right back again! 


WHEN THE alarm clock rings at seven-thirty and 
you know you can’t roll over for that extra snooze or 
youll be late for the office, how many times have you 
said, “Oh gosh! Wouldn’t it be swell to have all the 
money you need so you'd never have to work again?” 

And when work is particularly arduous and confining 
do you ever think longingly of the Riviera and Paris or 
the South Sea Islands or Shanghai? You wouldn’t be 
human if you didn’t, 

This story is for all you who have strained at the 
yoke of a job. It is the story of a man who had worked 
hard all his life, had made enough money to 
quit—and didn’t. And it’s as exciting a little 
journey into human psychology as any I’ve 
tun across in Hollywood. 

A good many years ago I was assigned the 
task of getting together, for a magazine, a 
group of photographs of the stars in the roles 
they had always longed to play. One girl was mad to 
play Portia and had her. picture taken in the classic 
Shakespearian costume of the first lady lawyer of fiction. 
Another girl had a secret yearning to do Peter Pan— 
and got pretty cute all over the place in a leather doublet. 
One of the men thought it would be wonderful to be 
Hamlet and struck the well-known attitude. 

When Bill Powell’s photograph came in I thought he 
had got the idea all wrong. There was Bill, attired in a 
natty modern lounging robe, lolling back in an easy chair 
with a highball on a nearby table. This looked very 
unfamiliar. And then I read the accompanying note: 
“Role I most want to play. Wealthy, retired motion pic- 
ture star, living on the Riviera.” Signed Bill. 

I thought it was a funny gag—and that was that. 


hy Martha 
Kerr 


Bill found there was workman's com- 
pensation—like playing with Jean 
Harlow in “Reckless,” for instance! 


No Success as a Playboy 


Several years later I happened to mention it to Bill and 
I asked him if that were still his ambition. 

He shook his head. “I tried it,” he said. 
work.” 

And then he told me the story which is for all of us 
who long to kick our jobs in the face. 

Bill had worked hard for stardom. And, after he 
became a star, he discovered that fame was pretty empty 
and that all it got you was a lot of worry and grief. He 
had enough money to last any man a lifetime. Holly- 
wood made his nerves jingle. 

He told his friends that he was going on 
a trip to Europe. Actually, it was his plan 
to retire from the screen and come back 
to the United States only for a visit. For- 
tunately, he did not make such an an- 
nouncement. But in his heart he knew 
that he was through—through with work 
forever, through with pictures. Hadn’t he earned the 
right to enjoy a little leisure? Wasn’t it about time 
that he lived life instead of playing it before a camera? 


“Tt didn’t 


HE WENT straight to the Riviera—that glamorous va- 
cation spot where the wealthiest and most spectacular of 
Europeans gather to loll in their gay cabafias, go to bed 
with the dawn, wear smart clothes, dance and gamble. 

Bill thought it was the most entrancing place he had 
ever seen. Nobody to call him to the set at nine A. M. 
Nobody to give him seripts to read. No wardrobe and 
no make-up tests. No endless waits if the film in the 
camera buckled. No grinding work under the glaring 
lights. Nothing but clean white beach, lovely sunshine, 
(Continued on page 72) 
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amusing people, gayety. 


Rill Powell tried to retite— but 
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Above, three of the best looking fig- 
ures in Hollywood—Bennett’s, Craw- 
ford’s and Harlow’s. And right, the 
tiny lady who can'make your figure 
look thataway, too—Madame Sylvia. 


We wish to 
make an 


Dear PReaders: Please be advised that, commencing with 


our next i44ue, Madame & ylvia of Hollywood soins Out 


ranks. Peead details below and get yout pictures ready! 


Her name is as well known as that of President Roosevelt, Mickey 
Mouse and Garbo. Sylvia of Hollywood has brought more beauty 
to a beauty-starved world than all the jars of -cold cream on the 
cosmetic counters. She is going to write a series of articles for 
MODERN SCREEN. The first one will appear in the September issue 
—so don't complain that you weren't told, 

Now, here's what Sylvia wants you to do. She wants to be of real 
assistance to you. She wants to take, with each article of her series, 
one general type of face and figure—point out its defects, its need 
for improvement and tell you just exactly how such improvement can 
be achieved. 

For example: How many of you are—in a general way—the Jean 
Harlow type? Does your mirror or do your friends tell you that you 
"look sort of like Harlow"? Blonde, curved, voluptuous. Would you 
like more perfectly to achieve the svelte and lovely Harlow lines and 
fight off the plumpness which that old meanie, Nature, delights in 
wishing upon this particular type of beauty? Sylvia will tell you how 
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to do it. She did it for Harlow and she will do .it for you. 

Here is what you must do: Send your photograph to Sylvia in care 
of this magazine. A full length photograph please, in a bathing suit 
or a close-fitting dress. A snapshot will do. Send it as soon as 
possible. In her second article, Madame Sylvia will choose the girl 
who looks most like Jean Harlow. She will also pick, from the photo- 
graphs sent in, several other near-Harlow types, criticize the bad 
points and tell just how they can be improved. Mind, you need not 
look like Jean's twin sister in order to benefit by this. We are speak- 
ing of a general likeness of face and figure. 

So—Harlow-girls, send your pictures to Sylvia. And next month 
we'll tell you the second type Sylvia will overhaul. Believe us, if you 
listen to Sylvia and do what she tells you, you won't be sorry. We 
know. There is a large safety-pin taking in the slack of the skirt were 
wearing. We're very proud of that safety-pin, because it indicates 
a reduction in poundage—all thanks to Sylvia! You can be equally 
as proud if you follow her advice. 


C 


goes on 
a Clothes spree 


Loretta Young had been running about the Paramount lot 
in the medieval trappings of “The Crusades” for so long 
i - that when she had a day off she went on a shopping 
binge! Above, left, is a charming silk ensemble—a black 
|| crépe dress ,with unusual hemline is topped by a gay 
floral patterned, three-quarter length coat. The popular’ 
cape theme is stressed in a blue and white polka dotted 
silk ensemble. Red and white dotted silk is used for the 
flowers and belt. There’s a deep veil on her straw sailor 
hat. Radishes make a perfect trimming for a lady gar- 
déner’s costume! Bunches of them trim Loretta’s wide- 
brimmed hat and her pale pink linen cape frock. Note 

big front pocket for gardening gadgets. ‘ 


Clothes from Nina Foley’s Shop, Los Angeles 
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Paul Lukas answers a gues tion you all ask at 4ome time 


AN a man be true to one woman all his life?” I 
asked Paul Lukas. , 


And Paul, smiling a quizzical, raised-eyebrow, 
faintly amused smile said, “I should not talk on this sub- 
ject, really. Because I am what is known as a sad dog 
. . . happy as I am in my marriage I still flirt a little, 
here, there, not seriously, but a little . . . perhaps only to 
prove to myself that 
T still can flirt. 

“Tf I answer your 
question I shall have 
to tell some very 
personal, very pri- 
vate tales on my- 
self. Well, why 
not?” 

It did seem slight- 
ly preposterous to 
ask Paul Lukas, of 
all men, whether he 
thinks there can be 
such a thing as one 
woman in a man’s 
life—one fidelity 
outlasting the years. 

For Paul is the 
type of man who 
kisses your hand, 
looks into your eyes 
and you see, in your mind’s eye, the white hands of hun- 
dreds of women, the responsive eyes of hundreds more. 
This suave sophisticate from Budapest is the type of man 
who makes a woman feel that it is magic and subtle and 
deliciously dangerous just to be a woman. 

“One love in a lifetime?” Paul repeated after me. “All 
right, I will tell you how it is with me. I should not, 
perhaps, be taken too seriously because I am . . . well, 
women are irresistible to me. I am like that. No, a 
man does not love only once in a lifetime and he should 
not. Especially the actor should not. Because the strength 
of the actor is in his imagination and. that imagination 
should be fed by more than one experience. 

“T repeat that a man does not love once in a lifetime. 
I do not say that such a love is impossible. But to make 
such a love possible the woman must possess two qualities. 
Some call them the ‘good and bad angel’ in woman, 
and there must be both. I call them ‘rolling gold’ 
and the ‘sense of home.’ 

“Now I shall have to tell these private 
tales on myself to make you see what I 
mean. In the first place, I learned very 
early in life to realize the enduringness 
of love. For I was in love while I 
was still aft home in Budapest. It 
happened to me, this terrible love, 
while I was on the legitimate 
stage playing at the Comedy 
Theatre in Budapest, in Fe- 
renc Molnar’s ‘Liliom.’ She 
was a womdn not of my 


Right, Paul Lukas and 
next to him his wife, 
Daisy, with Claudette 
Colbert, her best 
friend. Paul is ap- 
pearing in ‘The Age 

of Indiscretion."’ 
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class. She had worked havoc with other men, I knew. 
She was, from the very beginning, unfaithful to me and 
I kriew it. But I loved her with such a desperation, such 
a hunger, such a blind hopélessness of passion that I shall 
never forget. For three and one half years this savage, 
sinister thing possessed me. I couldn’t help myself. One 
ugly thing after another she did to me. And then, one 

morning, I awoke 
and it was gone. 
Gone as though a 
poison had been 
drawn from my 
blood. The woman 
had become a stran- 
ger to me, a stran- 
ger for whom I felt 
nothing but repul- 
sion. I now believe 
that because she did 
so many ugly things 
to me she herself be- 
came ugly in my 
eyes. 

“But she did teach 
me,” he said slowly,. 
in that rich accent- 
ed voice of his, “one 
thing which helps. 
me to answer your 
question. She taught me that if a woman is ‘rolling 
gold’ she may hold a man for most of his life. This 
woman was ‘rolling gold’ and if she had had that one 
other quality I might never have escaped her. 

“Now I will explain to you what I mean by the term 
‘rolling gold.’ Shortly before I left Berlin, where I had 
worked under the direction of Max Reinhardt as guest 
artist in the theatres of Vienna and Berlin, a slight mis- 
adventure befell me. I had carried, in the pocket of my 
overcoat for many months, a 
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gold-piece. I had 
(Continued 

on page - 
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WHAT do you really know about that superb actor, 
C. Aubrey Smith? 

You know that in almost every good picture you see. 
“Bulldog Drummond Sttikes Back,” “Lives of a Bengal 
Lancer,” “The Crusades,” “China Seas,” dozens of them, 


there is a tall, virile, kindly Britisher who looks as though’ 


Galsworthy might have written him into “The Forsyte 
Saga” (he could be old Jolyon to the 
life). You know that you are always 
glad to see him, that he adds richness 
and authenticity of character to every 
part he plays and that you carry away 
with you, invariably, a warm and grate- 
ful memory of him. 

But isn’t that about all you know of C. Aubrey? 

Did you realize that he is seventy-two years old and 
that almost fifty of those years have been spent on the 
stage and that these three score years and ten constitute 
a stage in themselves—a stage upon which have walked 
the greatest beauties, the most famous men and women 
of his colorful generation? Ellen Terry and Lily Lang- 
try, our own Maude Adams, Mrs. Pat Campbell, Charles 
-Frohman, Sir James Barrie, George Bernard Shaw, and 
Victoria, Queen of England. No wonder he says, po- 


-litely, that the theatre is not what it used to be, nor great 


artists what they were in the days when Ellen Terry 
rehearsed some six and eight weeks before she spoke a 
line before an audience. 


L. yY “Faith 


Service 


Three score years and ten. 


Did you know that he has been married, and to the 
same wife, for over forty years and that he has a married 
daughter and that before the summer wanes there will 
be a first grandchild. 

It is going to be hard to get three-quarters of a century 
of rich and robust living into the confines of one short 
story, but I'll do my best. For it’s a long, long way 
C. Aubrey Smith has come from his 
father’s surgery in London to the studios 
of Hollywood. A long way and a good 
way and as he enters his three score 
years and ten he says, “The most and the 
best of life is to love what you are doing, 
and to be kind.” 


SOME SEVENTY odd years ago, a small boy was 
born in London to a proud young doctor and his wife. 
He was christened C. Aubrey Smith. Then two sisters 
come to the Smith home and they grew up in the Vic- 
torian Era when the widowed Queen ruled the realm with 
a child-sized hand and influenced her time and time to 
come with Victorian virtue. An age when all things 
gaudy and theatrical and gay were frowned upon by the 
little prim lady in Balmoral Castle and so by her subjects. 

C. Aubrey Smith remembers the funeral of Victoria— 
sees in his memory that tiny coffin, flag-draped on the 
gun-carriage, while all of England mourned and the whole 
world was at hali-mast. He (Continued on page 78) 


C4 Flubrey Smith looks back on «a pull and dramatic lige | 


Beautiful Lily Langtry is 
one of the many famous 
women C. Aubrey recalls. 


And prim little Queen 
Victoria set the tem- | 
po of his early years. 


C. Aubrey Smith today at seventy 
lives a busy, fruitful life. His next 
picture role will be in ‘China Seas.” 
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The appealing story on Ann 
Dvorak 4 stand-in whom she 


(4 grooming por 4tatdom 


NN DVORAK was walking down the dirt road 
| leading from her home in the country, Thinking 

of nothing in particular except the clean sky 
overhead and the soft air around her. It was 
good to be alive. It was marvelous to know fate had 
done so many kind things for her. : 

A sound. Ann could not place it. What made it? She 
looked around her. A young girl was running the lawn- 
mower over stubby ends of grass not far from her. Ann 
noticed the grass was stubby, wild, unwieldy. Why was 
this child trying to mow it? ee 

Ann looked more closely and drew a sharp. breath. 
Here was beauty! ‘The dirty slacks, the mussy hair, the 
roughly tanned hands and arms, the huge blue eyes and 
the length of black eyelashes for which most women, 
whom Ann Dvorak knew, paid big sums in beauty parlors. 
And suddenly Ann wanted to know her. .How could she 
make her acquaintance? She looked around hurriedly. 
“Eggsy for sale!” She smiled. She had her own eggs; 
she diced her own chickens. But the cook could make 
an angel food cake— 

That was the first trip. Ann made several. She took 
her husband, Leslie Fenton, with her. Always to buy 
eggs. Ann and Leslie grew weary of angel food cakes 
in the two weeks which followed. 

But it was when she was alone that Ann, suddenly, 
asked the girl, “And’ what do you mean to do with your 
life? Are you planning to-spend all your days out here 
mowing wild grass that should never be cut, talking to 
white leghorns which can’t understand you?” 


THE GIRL shrugged. “I don’t know. What can I do? 
What is there for me to do? I graduated from the Van 
Nuys High School. I tried teacher’s college. I always 
wanted to be a writer. I took a little journalism at the 
University of Southern Cali- 

fornia but I couldn’t keep it up. Top, Ann Dvorak, 


There wasn’t enough money. once a stand-in her- 
What is there?” self, gives another 
“But you are beautiful!” Ann — girl a chance. Next, 
spoke impulsively. Ann and Helene 
The girl shrugged. “Am I? McAdoo, the lucky 
What has that got to do with it?” girl, at the Fenton 
“But you just can’t stay here ranch. And right, 
and do nothing!’ Ann was in- Ann and her hus- 


sistent. (Continued on page 81) band, Leslie Fenton. 
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A great actress 
on a great act 


Ry Katherine Albert 


THEY SAY that she’s shy (she says so, too). So shy that 
| she trembles with fear before she steps on the stage to give 
| a performance, so shy that she’s afraid to see her own films 
after they’re completed, so shy that the very sound of an: 
interviewer’s voice (and her own voice answering) is 

enough to depress her for days. 

That’s Elisabeth Bergner. That’s the girl who is hailed 
as the greatest actress since Bernhardt, the girl whose 
stage gaucheries have knocked New York for a loop, 
whose picture, “Catherine, the Great,’ made in Europe, 
thrilled you and whose future productions you will see 
as they come across from abroad (for she will not make 
films in Hollywood). The Viennese glamor girl. The 
acting queen. 

So shy. Useless to try for a personal interview. 
Useless to meet her in her dressing- room or at her 
hotel, draw up a couple of chairs, smoke a couple of 
| friendly cigarettes and chat together like two human 
| beings. 

Instead Miss Bergner is persuaded by Joe Schenck, 
through whose company her pictures are released, to 
“meet the press’—a gesture which went out with 
Pickford curls and “Shakespeare is my favorite writer, 
my dear.” So the girl who is too shy to be inter- 

viewed, to have a cosy téte-a-téte, “meets the press’— 


a couple of hundred of them—at a cocktail party in a 
tegal apartment at the Ambassador. 

Let us see just how this shy flower behaves Saher 
“meeting the press.’ 


IN THE FIRST PLACE the apartment looks like a 
movie set. It is all done in cathedral-like grandeur and 
would remind one of a cathedral were it not for the fact 
that at the end of one enormous room there is an elaborate 
bar and standing before it is Elisabeth Bergner. 

Her hair is straight and blonde, parted on the side and 
Sweeping across her head, leaving the brow exposed. She a 
wears a dark blue skirt, a loose printed blouse and a dark 
blue tie. There are but three or four people in the room when 
I arrive. - The bartenders are the only ones who seem in the 
least busy. They have nice honest jobs. They don’t deal in 
emotion, except in a very roundabout fashion. 

Schenck, to relieve the tension, offers La Bergner a large dish of 
}| steaming spaghetti. “What iss diss?” she asks. 

Schenck tells her. 

i “No, no, tank you.” 

He offers her some chicken a la king. 

| “And diss—what iss diss?’ 

| He explains. 

| “No, no t’ank you.” 

We are standmg. Schenck suggests we sit and, in (Continued on page 88) 
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Meet La Sergner, of ‘Escape Me Never" 
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Ly adele Whitely Fletcher 


HE really successful people in this world are those 
who waste neither time nor energy grousing over 
the conditions which exist in their lives but, instead, 
get busy and shape them into a happy pattern. 

Which brings me to Irene Dunne. For Irene has taken 
her marriage, which circumstances projected into a pretty 
difficult pattern, and made something darn swell out of it. 
A husband dnd wife separated most of the time by three 
thousand miles might be expected to grow apart. But, 
after four years of this state of affairs, Irene Dunne and 
Doctor Francis D. Griffin are as close and as good 
friends as any two people you know. And far closer 
and much better friends than entirely too many married 
people you know. 

The first evening Irene and Frank Griffin were in 
New York this last time, after their trip from California 
by boat, he took her to the theatre. 

“Let’s run over and see ‘Personal Appearance’,” he 
suggested at about eight o’clock when the last of the 
friends who had dropped in to see them had left. “Not 
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Okeh. I'll call down and have them reserve 
And he was on the telephone. 


dress? 
seats.” 

“Personal Appearance,” 
cessful comedies is, you know, the story of a movie star, 


a flamboyantly temperamental upstart who mushrooms to | 


fame. There are many who feel there has been no star, 


like the lady Gladys George portrays in this play, since | 


the talkies. Claiming, therefore, that the play is dated. 
Be that as it may, it remains good fun and no one laughs 
harder than the movie stars who go to see it. 

The Griffins sat well down in front. 
they hadn’t dressed and because they had come in quietly 


no one recognized them. They were as alone in that~ 
theatre as any other couple who moved closer and reached 
for each others’ hands when the lights went down. | 4 


EVERY TIME there was a little jibe at the expense of 


the movie star, Frank Griffin would turn to Irene and she 
would feel his eyes bright with laughter. 5] 


“Must I do everything myself?” the movie star in that 


one of Broadway’s most suc- | 


But ‘because. 


\ ‘ 


Above left, Ilene Dunne and her husband, Dr. 

Frank Griffin, in New York. Their first long 

trip together in four years. Irene says news 

pictures don't do Frank justice. Above, Irene 

in her great success, Roberta.” She will make 

“The Magnificent Obsession” and ‘Show Boat” 
on a loan to Universal. 


Above, Irene and Randy Scott, her lead- 
ing man in “Roberta.” Irene deftly han- 
dles her life so that a brilliant career and 
a happy marriage dovetail. despite en- 
forced separations during work. 


Often, Irene Dunne peels, we dwell too much on love 
and porget that husbands and wives can alio be priends 


play asks in’an harassed moment while at least six people 
wait on her, hand and foot. 

Irene felt a nudge in her side. And she remembered 

times, when her secretary had neglected to send a check 
for the telephone bill or her gardener had failed to tie 
up the chrysanthemums against the tugging wind, and 
when she had said something very similar. 
_ She pretended, however, that she didn’t know what 
that nudge meant. She continued to sit there very seri- 
ously for a second or two. Then, as usual, unable to 
resist his salty laughter, she began laughing, too. And 
when she couldn’t find her handkerchief he had to give 
her one of the huge affairs she has made especially for 
him, since those sold in the shops rarely come. large 
enough to please him. 

As the final curtain fell they hurried out into a taxi 
and back to their hotel. Then, while Irene went in to 
change into something comfortable, Frank Griffin lit the 
electric grate fire. For the sake of cheer. 

“You wouldn’t have any good Irish reason for taking 


me to that particular play on our first night in New 
York?” Irene challenged him over their cheese sandwiches 
and beer. 


HE SHOOK his head soberly. “Certainly not!” He 
was as innocent as Irishers can be when they’ve been up 
to tricks. 

“That’s what I thought,’ Irene said sweetly. It was 
a game two could play. ‘“That’s exactly what I thought!’ 

I lunched with her on one of her crowded days in New 
York. Her suite had the atmosphere it always has. New 
books were about. Music stood open on the piano which 
is moved into any suite she occupies, simultaneously with 
her trunks. Red tulips and purple lilacs were lovely 
against the pale green walls. And the jonquils which 
filled. a silver bowl were no brighter yellow than the 
sweater Irene wore with a black tailored skirt. 

She shuffled a batch of photographs which had arrived, 
photographs taken of her and Frank Griffin during their 
voyage from California—on (Continued on page 86) 
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Joon Crawford, beautifully gowned in pleated 
gold brocade, is out to bewitch these two charm- 
ing gentlemen, Bob Montgomery and Franchot 
Tone, with particular attention to the former. It 
all takes place in that delightful comedy-drama 
which was such a success on Broadway, ‘No 
More Ladies.’’ Charlie Ruggles, Edna May Oliver, 


Reginald Denny and Gail Patrick also take part 
in the merry goings-on. 
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Gable Flipped a Coin 


Five times, that big littleword ‘i 


OME philosophers believe that there is a destiny 

which guides us, a fate which overtakes us and 

that despite anything we do our lives are mapped 
out for us. 

Others contend that chance is the true goddess and 
that your life and mine is a succession of “ifs.” “If I 
-had not made a mistake and taken the road 
to the right, my car would have been hit by 
a truck.” “If I had not come down with | 
influenza I would have taken’ the plane 
which crashed.” If, if, if. And certain 
things which seem to be hard luck at the 
time happen to turn out to be the best luck 
one can have. 

As proof of all this let’s turn the spotlight on the 
astonishing life and career of Clark Gable and see how 
great a part chance has played. The “ifs” in his work 
loom larger than an executive’s power. And what strange 
“Sfs” they all are. 

Number one: If he had not been almost penniless and 


terribly lonely in a little Ohio town he would not have - 


become an actor! 

Having no money and no friends seems to be the worst 
fate that can befall a person. Yet that was what opened 
up the way to the exciting road Clark was to travel. 

He was working in a rubber factory by day and attend- 
ing medical school at night. He was set upon becoming a 
doctor. And then a tawdry, down-at-the-heel stock com- 


pany camped in a tent on the outskirts of the town. If 
Clark had had the money for more lively entertainment 
he would never have gone to that show on a Sunday night, 
the only evening he had free from medical school. And 
if he had not been so bitterly lonely and depressed, he 
would certainly have seen no glamor in that miserable 
tent show. 


ky Katherine 
Albert 


changed Clark's destiny 


BUT BECAUSE of all these things he saw in that tent 
the release from his hum-drum existence. His life, at 
that time, was completely devoid of glamor, and the com- 
pany represented freedom and a full emotional life. He 
came to know the actors and when the pitiful little troupe 
left town Clark left with them, as a sort of handy man 
who occasionally was allowed the delightful 
experience of playing “super”? and some- 
times bits and small parts. 

Number two: If a man had not become 
ill Clark might have been the stock com- 
pany handy man all his life. 

‘In bits and small roles and sometimes a 
second lead, Clark saw no chance for ad- 
vancement. The stock company leading man was a great 
favorite wherever the company played. And then the 
man became ill. With great misgiving, the manager 
handed Clark the leading role. He was tremendously suc- 
cessful. And even after the erstwhile star recovered 
Clark continued in the top spot. 

Number three: If he had not ripped his coat on a 
nail, he might this very minute be a second-rate vaude- 
villian. 

He had been out of work for some time and needed 
money badly when an offer was made to him to play op- 
posite Dorothy Davenport (Wallace Reid’s wife) in a 
personal appearance vaudeville tour. 

Much as he needed money Clark deliberated. He was 
trying hard to make a name for himself in the legitimate 
theatre and he knew that if he took this job it would only 
afford temporary financial relief and would not help him 
in the advancement of his career at all. He wanted to 
act on a real stage, not simply be a stooge in a vaudeville 
act. Broadway was his destination, he felt, not the little 
towns into which the circuit (Continued on page 90) 
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Four smatt stat fashions free! 


Read all the details below 


1. Write a description, fifty words or less, of the model on these two 
pages you would like best to own—and tell why. The words “a," 
“an, "the" will not be counted. 

2. Mail your letter to Adelia Bird, in care of MODERN SCREEN, 149 
Madison Avenue, New York, N. Y. 


3. The contest closes on midnight of August 15, 1935. 
postmarked after that time will be eligible. 


No letters 


4. State your size and preference, according to the Jesnipign of the 
gowns given here. 


5. In judging, consideration will be given to neatness of presentation 
and aptness and originality of expression. 


6. The four best descriptions in the opinion of the judges will win, in 
each case, the costume best liked by the writer. 


7. The decision of the judges (Miss Bird and the editors of MODERN 
SCREEN) will be final. No contest entries will be-returned. 


8. In case of duplicate entries of prize-winning merit, duplicate prizes 
will be awarded. 


(Above, right) Joan Blondell models for you a 
trim and trig spectator sports costume in the 
very popular contrasting jacket and skirt theme. 
The jacket is heavy white linen, very broad of 
shoulder and very nipped-in of waist, with four 
big pearl buttons. The skirt is black linen with 
a thin white-stripe. Both skirt and jacket can 
do double service with other skirts and jackets 
in your wardrobe, proving that this is a handy 
outfit as well as a smart one. 


All you need iA bipty words, an idea and «a stamp 


(Next page, on the left) If you are yearning for 
a very romantic frock, here it is. Blonde Glenda 
Farrell shows you this dinner dress of black 
net, banded with narrow inserts of black ciré 
satin ribbon. There is a swishy taffeta slip 
underneath and a demure rose at the waistline. 
The graceful and filmy double capelet is de- 
tachable. This sort of dress is always in good 
taste—dressy enough, but not too dressy, when 
your hostess says, “Just an informal party.” 


a i i i 


(Center) One can't go wrong on a good-looking 
print dress. Margaret Lindsay's dance frock is 
heavy printed silk crepe in shades of purple, 
fuschia. and green in contrast to the dead 
white background. The panelled skirt is ankle 
length, with a slight dip in the back, while 
the blouse top has a draped elbow length 
sleeve treatment. Worn with a huge cartwheel 
hat and sandals to match, it would make a 
grand summer dinner-and-dance ensemble. 


(Right) A dainty afternoon dress, worn by Mar- 
garet Lindsay. The model shown is in a misty 
pale blue chiffon, made on softly tailored lines. 
Navy blue binding on the sleeves and collar 
and down the front of the bodice provides a 
contrasting touch. Navy blue grosgrain ribbon 
is looped through two slashes in the collar and 
tied in a small bow. There is a stitched navy 
belt and deep tucks in the skirt—front and back 
—which are released at the knees. 


Sounds simple, doein t it? Bnd purthermore, it 


All Costumes by Studio Styles, Inc. 
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And for daytime freshness, here are some more grand thoughts. 
Left above, Maureen O'Sullivan’s pale yellow linen with bright 
red accessory accents. Next, Pat Paterson in a satin, candy- 
striped chiffon negligee of soft blue. And Mona Barrie in a 
coarse blue and white peasant linen jacket costume. Right, 
Carole Lombard in navy: blue and white dotted shorts with an 
amusing long white linen beach coat over it. And last, 
Kathleen Burke in a charming pink dotted Swiss garden frock, 
her arms. full of dogwood. 


grand innovation, don’t you think? How many times we all have 
rummaged through our dressers to find some scarf or piece of material 
to wind around our heads, and usually, whatever came to hand, looked 
so makeshift that we discarded it outside the club house door. But 
these capes are decorative—and so-o flattering. All you need is a few 
yards of net, tulle or chiffon. Most of the stores are full of them, 
very moderately priced, too, for such a new stunt. 

Dolores Del Rio never hesitates to adopt the most unusual ideas from 
each new season. Her sheath-like white gown with its striped “sari” 
is very new and stunning. These saris are an East Indian head scarf 
worn by native women. They impart a feminine and most un-modern 
air. Dolores is wearing one designed by Orry-Kelly that is a more 
fullsome version of the real native sari. Hers is to be used either as 
a cape wrap or in the sari manner as shown in the picture on page 48. 
The draping of the sari is half its charm—and I think it takes an 
exotic person like the Del Rio to carry it off with dash. You'll find 
saris in the shops made of all sorts of materials, many diaphanous as 
befits the season. 

Kalloch has designed a sari costume for Grace Moore to wear in 
“Love Me Forever.” He made the dress with drapery in the skirt to 
give it a slight East Indian flavor—this in black with a sari scarf in 
emerald green. And a very grand extra gesture is a rajah coat of 
gold tissue on organdy which Grace may wear over it. If this keeps 
up we will all look like maharajahs! 


FOR a youthful and very wearable semi-formal frock, you can’t 
beat Frances Drake’s. Brown and white polka dotted net with an off- 
the-shoulder neckline and brief ruffled sleeves. The use of brown dots 
on white for the skirt bands and the reverse color scheme for the dress, 
is smart. The skirt fullness comes below the hips—and for actual 
dancing, the dress should be shorter than the length Frances is wearing. 

Seven layers of rose tulle is the frosting Bernard Newman has put 
on a pale pink satin confection that Katharine Hepburn wears in 
“Break of Hearts.” The tulle forms a cape which boasts an alluring 
collar of hand-made roses tied on with long satin streamers. It’s sheer 
summer romance. And as a practical thought, (Continued on page 70) 
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$2500.00 CASH PRIZE CONTEST 


Gabriel offers to The peasants pbe- An avalanche A child leads Gabriel's son at Gabriel’s wife re- 

lead the peasants fore leaving their comes down the Gabriel to a spot night drives a pla- fuses freedom 

in defense of their village forever bury mountainside and where he finds his toon of Turks away stays with her 

lives and faith. the Church bells forces Turkish in- wife in the arms of and captures their husband on the 
in the graveyard, vaders to flee. another man. howitzers. mountain. 


The Turks 
attack and 
are driven 
back in a 


Gabriel and a urk , s “3 
a peasant orces lea 


firl fall in a group of 
love, think Armenian 


InConstan- 
tinop!le the 
Turkish 
war-lord 


refuses they'll be peasants fierce battle 

mercy to killed,agree into un- in which 

the Arme- to die to- willing many _ lives 
nians. gether. exile. are lost. 
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Name of Picture and Company 
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ald Tribune 


American 
World- 
Telegram 
Chicago 
Herald- 
Examiner 
Los 
Angeles 
Examiner 


After Office Hours (M-G-M) 
Age of Indiscretion (M-G-M) 
All the King’s Horses (Paramount) 


us 
NS 
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+ 
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Anne of Green Gables (RKO) 4 
Behind the Evidence (Columbia) 1* iH 
Behold My Wife (Paramount) 1* i 
The Best Man Wins (Columbia) Qk fh 
Big-Hearted Herbert (Warners) 3x iL 
Biography of a Bachelor Girl (M-G-M) lk & 
Black Fury (Warners) & 
Bordertown (Warners) | fi 
Break of Hearts (RKO) ih 
The Bride of Frankenstein (Universal) il 
Bright Eyes (Fox) a5 
Brewsters Millions (United Artists) | K 
Cardinal Richelieu (United Artists) | 4 
Car 99 (Paramount) Qo if 
Carnival (Columbia) Wow i 
The Case of the Curious Bride (First National) or | il 
The Casino Murder Case (M-G-M) ; 6 
Charlie Chan in Paris (Fox) | ih 
Clive of India (20th Century) i 

f 


College Rhythm (Paramount) 

The County Chairman (Fox) 

David Copperfield (M-G-M) 

Devil Dogs of the Air (Warners) 
The Devil Is a Woman (Paramount) 
Enchanted April (RKO) 

Enter Madame (Paramount) 
Escape Me Never (United Artists) i 
Evelyn Prentice (M-G-M) 1 it 
Evensong (Gaumont-British) : ( E 


Read famous critics’ ratings of current pictures—-5*, extraordinary; 4x, 


Modern Screen New York American New York Daily Mirror 
Regina Cannon Regina Crewe Bland Johaneson 
New York Daily News New York Evening Journal New York Herald Tribune 


Kate Cameron Rose Pelswick Richard Watts, Jr. 
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28 | ze | zB] ze} ze | ze | ze | zz | z= | se \S28)8<8) F | 6s 
Evergreen (Gaumont-British) 3% | 3% | 3k | 3% | 3k | 3k | 8k | 8k | 4a | ok | 8k | ok | Ok | ok 
| Flirtation Walk (Warners) 3% | 3% | 3% | 46 | 4m | ok | 3k | Aw | 4a | 4 | 4k | 4a | 4k | Ok 
The Florentine Dagger (Warners) 2k | 2k | 22k 2k 2k ew | Mw ew) 2m | tm || tk | ek | ek 
|| Folies Bergere (20th Century) 3x | 3x | 2k | ae | 3k | Ok | 3k | ak | ak | Oe 3% | 3 
Forsaking All Others (M-G-M) 3% | 3% | Sw | 4m | Aw | 2m | 8k | 8k | ok | lk | ok | 8k | 3k | 3k 
Four Hours to Kill (Paramount) 3x | 3x | 3% | 31K] Bae | 3k | 4k | ok | 4k | Ook 3 |22k| 3x 
The Gay Divorcee (RKO) Sx | Sk | Ske | Ske | Sk | Sk | Swe | 4a | Sk | Swe | Sk | Swe | Sk | Ook 
| George White's Scandals (Fox) 3% | 2a | 3% | 3% | 3k | 3k | ok | ok | ok | ok | 8k 2k | 3x 
| | G-Men (Warners) 39 | 4 | 4m | Aw | 4a | Aa | Aa | Aa | Aa | Aa | 4a | Aa | 4a | 4k 
Gigolette (RKO) el el en owe 1k ay oes lass ules hare mor 
The Gilded Lily (Paramount) Aw | 3m] 3% | 46m | 3m] 3% | 3m | 3k] 3m | Bek] 4k | Ak | 4k | ok 
The Girl from 10th Avenue (Warners) Qk | 3% | Qe | 3m | Whe | 3H [MWK Wek| Wk | Wk Wk) Qk 
Goin’ to Town (Paramount) DVS AS Ht SAN SA SANS Sal S| osx | 0 | a | 3x 
Go Into Your Dance (Warners) 3x | 3k | 3k | 34S | Be | 3k |3%e| 4 | ok | 4k | oe | 4a | ox 
Gold Diggers of 1935 (Warners) 3% | 3% | 3k | 3k | 4a | 8k | 4a | 8k | 4k | 8k 3% | 3x | 3x 
| | Grand Old Girl (RKO) 3x) | mea |noslnow Naar lew steel se | oe | oe |lok | ae | ax 
i The Great Hotel Murder (Fox) Qn | 2k | 2k | 3% | Lk | Wk [Wk] Wek! Wk | Ik Qe | Qk 
| The Good Fairy (Universal) 3% | 3 | 3k | 4m | 3k | 3k | 4m Bw] 4m | Se | 3k | Aw | 4k | Ok 
Great Expectations (Universal) 4k 4 3k 3 3% | 3% 
Here Is My Heart (Paramount) Srl (a rl irs acl NPA | Pama ae leg aca Pa Se Ivara S| lf 
High School (Foy) 1k | 1% | 1k | Ik 1h | 1% | 2k | 2k | 1k | lk 1k | 1* 
Hold 'Em Yale (Paramount) Sve oe | pee Se oe [ag 3% | 3% | 3k 3% |2rk| 3x 
I'll Love You Always (Columbia) Sa |S ipa ae | as aig oe [SS | Qk | lk 
Imitation of Life (Universal) 3 | 3 |24%| 3 | 3x | ok | axe |2%K| 4k | oe | ae || Ak | ok 
In a Monastery Garden (Julius Hagen) 1k | 1% | 1k | 2k 1k | Qk |2ek| 1* Ta ar aes 
| The Informer (RKO) 3% | 4am | 4k | 4m | 4k | 4 | 4 | 4 | 4 | 4 | 4k | 4a | 4k | 4k 
| | In Old Santa Fe (Mascot) 2 Yo Ys Ip |Wek| I Wak | Ike 
The Iron Duke (Gaumont-British) a | oe (oe ee Oe a5 es ea Ss | Se ae ees 

| Sell Anything (First National) S912 31/2 sa ses ol Sel liste ae aoa ow bomen 
It Happened In New York (Universal) 3x | 3x | In |2%e| 3x | 8x | ae | ak | 3x lowe| oe | = lo%n| ax 
Laddie (RKO) Ore | Oe eS | Ses Sea a ore aAers oe 3x | 2k | 3x 
Les Miserables (20th Century) cP a? a? eS a. eS eS ee. eS Se? SD Se SS a 


(Continued on page 68) 
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New York Post New York Sun New York Times 
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New York World-Telegram Chicago Herald-Examiner Los Angeles Examiner 
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(Continued from page 15) 


Comedians’ get-together! Jack Benny, lovely Alice Faye, Jack 
Haley, Gracie Allen and George Burns at the Beverly-Wilshire. 
Mr. Burns seems to be master of ceremonies. 


On completing ‘Under the Pampas Moon,” 
Warner Baxter and Ketti Gallian gaily ex- 
changed farewells and best wishes for luck 
in the next six months ‘til they should meet 
again. Warner hopped a plane for Mexico 
City and the next a.m. Mlle. Ketti took wing 
to New York. Three days later they dole- 
fully greeted one another on the set. Frantic 
wires had brought them both back for re- 
takes on the picture. Just a sample of Holly- 
wood’s idea of vacations! 


Hollywood's star host and hostess are 
Mr. and Mrs. John Boles. But they don’t 
reserve their charming hospitality just for 
the Pickfords, Garbos and Swansons. The 
other evening they entertained five couples 
with an elaborate dinner-dance at the 
swanky Cocoanut Grove—the five girls 
were the “extras” with whom Mr. Boles 
dances in “Redheads on Parade” and the 
five men were their best boy-friends! 


“Don’t laugh at ‘puppy love’,” warns 
Constance Bennett, since her son Peter, aged 
six, became stricken with the charms of 
Miss Shirley Temple. After an afternoon 
spent playing with the Baby Blonde at Palm 
Springs, where ithe children’s respective 
parents had them vacationing, Peter could 
not eat a mouthful of supper. When he 
looked disconsolately at his spinach, Connie 
wasn’t much alarmed, but when Peter flatly 
refused ice cream, she began to view his 
heart trouble seriously! 


*Tis said that Garbo’s favorite direc- 
tor is Woody Van Dyke and perhaps a 
reason for this is that Woody “takes noth- 
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in’ from nobody nohow.” It just doesn’t 
matter who you are, the director gives 
the orders when Mr. Van Dyke wields 
the megaphone. In the picture he made 
with the Great One, Mr. Van D. re- 
quested her to descend the stairs on the 
left side. Greta decided on the right, 
whereupon the camera was immediately 
moved to exclude her from the picture. 
Miss Garbo meekly moved left as she 
meekly remarked, “I guess I come down 
his way.” 


We've always been practically sea-sick 
while watching one of those pictures show- 
ing a giant ocean liner plunging through the 
wild waves of a stormy sea. But t’other day 
watching a similar scene being ‘shot’ we 
were really sick—with disillusionment. 
What's more, we don’t intend to suffer alone, 
so we've made up our mind (pahdon the 
egotism) to tell all. Happening on a puddle 
of water in Paramount’s back yard, we 
stopped to look at a toy ship, about four 
feet long, floating around in it. ‘Twas then 
we spied the cameras and learned the 
awful truth—they were photographing a 
storm at sea! Electric fans were kicking the 
water up into ripples, and two bored looking 
men were standing on either side of the 
puddle. In their hands was a rope which 
was attached to either end of the boat, and 
this they yanked on, every now and again, 
causing the craft to look as if it were really 
at the mercy of Father Neptune! 


aH. 


First of all, we hasten to assure you 
that this just happens once in a polka- 
dotted moon! But this really happened 
to Nan Gray, a sixteen-year-old Texan 
school girl. Nan was summer-vacationing 


Fay Wray returns to Hollywood 
after doing ‘'Clairvoyant’’ for 
Gaumont-British in London. 


in the Hollywoods, and having nothing 
better to do the day before she left for 
home, she accompanied a friend on a trip 
to the Brothers Warner studio. 


just put one size three, triple A across the | 


doormat, when she slipped on the other || 


and fell ker-plunk into the arms of a W. 
B. director. He finally let her go, but 
not without a contract! You saw her in a 
swell starter role in “Mary Jane’s Pa” 
and you'll see her from now on—and on. 
Or we're wrong again. 


ill @ 


Glenda Farrell, having punched the 
Warner time-clock the other a.m., spied Joan 
Blondell ahead of her on the set. “Hi!” she 
celled out, “How’s the baby?” 

“Swell!” came a deafening chorus—being 
composed of the lusty vocal chords of Pat 
O’Brien, Al Jolson, Guy Kibbee and Frank 
McHugh! By sneaking up on these people 
in days past, we used to be able to glean a 
few choice gossip tid-bits, but since they’ve 
become doting parents, all we get for our 
trouble is the latest scientific formula for 
strained spinach. 


Miss Gloria Lloyd, sub-deb daughter 
of the Harold Lloyds, recently celebrated 
her eleventh birthday by entertaining a 
group of school friends for luncheon. For 
weeks this gala affair was the one and 
only topic of conversation about the 
Lloyd home—Gloria’s first long dress was 
discussed at great length; long and heated 
arguments over whether she could wear 
“just a little smitch of lipstick” took place; 
hours were spent planning entertainment 
that wasn’t “too childish.” At last, still 
game, Mildred Lloyd brought up the ques- 
tion of the menu with her small daughter. 


She'd | 


i 


| 
i 


Meet the newlyweds, Mr. and Mrs. 
Jack Doyle. She’s Judith Allen 
of the films. 


“How about chicken and creamed pota- 
toes, darling?” she asked. Gloria favored 
her with a long, cold stare, then replied 
loftily, “I should say not! We'll have 
turkey and mashed potatoes.” - 

Mrs. Lloyd admitted that she couldn't 
see a great deal of difference, but then 
she’s only a mother! 


After gaining nigh onto twenty pounds 
while hibernating in the mountains for the 
“Call of the Wild,” Jack Oakie had despaired 
of ever seeing his knees again. “Not that 
there aren’t knees I'd rather see,” Jack ex- 
plained, “but one rather likes to feel that 
one has some of one’s own.” Whether one 
does er one doesn’t, at least Jack lost a 
coupla dozen pounds when back in civiliza- 
tion again—and what's more heartening, he’s 
lost that superfluous new vocabulary which 
he was airing with such pride. 


As if California doesn’t have beautiful 
enough gardens, and all the year ‘round, 
too, to suit any picture! But no, Par- 
amount’s just built a mammoth indoor 
garden, covering two acres to use for a 
garden-party scene in “Accent on Youth.” 
Huge oak trees, rambling vines, masses 
of shrubbery and blooming flowers have 
all been transplanted on the “set,” while 
fountains and arbors have been specially 
constructed and landscaped. Sylvia Sid- 
ney’s the star who is going to scintillate 
in these surroundings. 


Fred Keating had just about made up his 
mind that Loretta Young was really cross- 
eyed after all. For days he’d been noticing 


Henry Wilcoxon, still wearing the longish hair bob neces- 
sary for his work in ‘The Crusades,” goes nightclubbing 
with Frances Drake. 


<a 


on the set of “Shanghai” that every time 
Loretia talked to him, she seemed to be 
glancing over his left shoulder. He was be- 
ginning to almost weep at night thinking of 
the poor girl’s handicap, when he discovered 
the cause of Loretta’s wandering eye. 
Seems that the oldest “Young” sister, is 
more intent on getting a favorable angle on 
her neck than on her acting, hence she has 
convenient mirrors placed all over the set 
so’s she can see the effect of the lighting on 
her lovely features. So far, we'll hafta ad- 
mit, Loretta has shown a good eye for 
beauty! 


Some Foxy business involved that 
studio deeper’n they’d figured on. Their 
publicity department conceived the bril- 
liant idea of staging a hot’n’heavy love 
affair between the blondly beautiful 
Alice Faye and handsome Nelson Eddy. 
’Course, this was to be strictly on paper, 
and that’s where Eddy kept it—but not 
Alice. The studio finally had to an- 
nounce that Mr. Eddy had outrageously 
insulted Miss Faye. Seemed the best 
way to get out of it all for all concerned. 


"Everything Happens at Once” is the 
name and a brief resumé of what goes on in 
the latest W. C. Fields side-splitter. Mr. 
Fields spent the first day on the set tearing 
up the script; then noting a slightly peeved 
expression on the author’s face, he sat down 
and wrote another complete version. But still 
the director looked a bit disgruntled, so W. 
C. took over the directing of the picture, too. 
No matter how you look at it, this is cer- 
tainly a Fields, Inc. fillum. Mr. Fields be- 
lieves in writing from personal experience, 


so you'll see a corker of a scene with Bill 
and his nose peering out of the bars in the 
town jug. 


In the “Big Broadcast” you’re gonna 
see Jack Oakie and Lyda Roberti and 
Henry Wadsworth in an awful fix. Lyda’s 
just cuh-razy about both of ’em, and 
simply can’t decide on which one to 
marry. While rehearsing the other day, 
Jack said, “If I married you it’d be darn 
big o’ me.” “Yeh,” responded Lyda, “but 
V’ll marry both of you and make it darned 
bigamy !” 


If you could see Bette Davis at the 
"Cotion Club” these starry nights, you'd 
know why the news had been circulating 
that she’s the most frivolous flirt in Holly- 
wood. For the dazzling Bette, whether din- 
ing, wining, or dancing, is always sur- 
rounded by a group of handsome young 
men. But the truth will out! So here’s the 
low-down. “Ham” Nelson, the orchestra 
conductor, is none other than Bette’s own 
husband, and all the gallant gentlemen who 
vie for Bette’s favor are none other than his 
best friends, trying to help the little wife to 
kill time while waiting for her husband to 
quit work and take her home! Spikkin of 
devotion, that’s almost the tops. But the 
real tops was @ while back when “Ham” 
was playing in a San Francisco café and 
living in an auto camp to save money. Bette 
asked for a vacation at the studio, packed 
bag and baggage off to the aforementioned 
auto camp, and proceeded to cook, scrub and 
mend for her husband ‘til that job was 
over. That’s what we call love—in capital 
letters. 

(Continued on page 83) 
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Has your letter been published in this corner? If it 
hain t, get busy; boys and girls, and drop us a line 


Is Mary too Placid? 


Why do some. play- 
ers who have a large 
and loyal following of 
fans and more ability 
than the average actor 
or actress suddenly 

drop from sight? Who 
decides that we do not want to see them 
any more? 

Take Mary Brian for instance. She 
has a large fan following and is capable 
and popular. Her fans want her back. 
Why can’t we see her more often in good 
parts in good pictures? She is much “bet- 
ter than most of the actresses we have to 
see over and over again. We love her. 
Why not give this little girl a hand or 
must she be forty or a gay divorcee to 
succeed? Or are they so busy with the 
foreign stars that they have not time for 
the modest sweet home people who have 
no temperament? And I guess Mary 
Brian is the only one who fills: that de- 
scription, at that, whether foreign or do- 
mestic. — Jack Wheeler, Canandaigua, 


INAS 


WE Gees Don’ t Smoke 


My favorite actress 
used to be Ruby Keeler, 
but since J] discovered 
that she smokes, she 
has gone down consid- 
erably in my estimation. 
LX Girls who don’t smoke 
like to be able to look up to at least one 
star and be able to say, ‘““There’s a swell 
person who has no use for cigarettes 
either.” So a word to Ruby: nice girls 
don’t smoke and if you don’t want to lose 
your popularity, you had better quit it.— 
Virginia Kendall, Seminole, Okla. 


BEES Mz. Vallee 


Rudy Vallee is the 
most delightful person- 
ality to hit the screen 
in ages. His perform- 
ance in “Sweet Music” 
was the most appealing 

‘ of the year in my opin- 
ion. For mene first time movie producers 
have given the long-popular radio star a 
break and Vallee made the most of it. 
He went through the piece with a natural- 
ness and charm that struck an entirely 
new note for the screen. His singing was 
more wonderful than ever, his acting and 
comedy great; and from start to finish 
he completely won and held his audience. 
That should definitely prove that the 
Vallee charm is no myth, but a reality.— 
Nina C., Savannah, Ga. 
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She Wonders Why 


You ask us to write to you, telling you 
what we think and what our own opinions 
are toward the movie people; then you'll 
publish them. Well, I’ve wrote several 
letters and not one of them has even been 
published in a Mopern ScrEEN Magazine 
as I get one every month on purpose. 

Honestly I believe you’re worse liars 
than some of these crooks that run loose 
on Fifth Ave. in New York. It would 
be far different if you would publish one 
letter at least from every person that 


writes. Then maybe people would believe 
you. 
Personally, I doubt very much if you 


ever print letters that are written by out- 
siders. I believe you write your own let- 
ters about the people you care about, then 
sign some dizzy name to them and publish 
them. 

That will be all for this time—MopERN 
ScrEEN Fan, Santa Barbara, Calif. 


The Cate of Franchot 
Tone 


May I enter my pro- 
test against the ex- 
tremely poor roles 
Franchot Tone has been 
drawing lately. I see 
no reason for continu- 
ally typing him as a . 
rich cad who likes his liquor. Of course, 
he does that sort of role very well, but 
he is a versatile actor and should be 
given a greater variety of roles. Wit- 
ness “The Stranger’s Return” and “Lives 
of a Bengal Lancer.” That boy has the 
goods and he should not be wasted in 
roles the average young actor of indif- 
ferent ability could do—J. Hunter Nor- 
ris, Baltimore, Md. 


Change of Mind 


I have just seen “The 
Wedding Night” and 
as I left the theatre, 
my thoughts were not 
with Gary Cooper nor 
Anna Sten, but with 
Helen Vinson, the ac- 
tress who is forever being cast as the cold, 
heartless wife. 

I always thought she had been cast per- 
fectly before, as I thought she even 
“looked” the part, but that just proves 
what a real actress she is, because in “The 
Wedding Night,” she had a chance to 
be a little human and she showed us how 


really charming, lovable and cute she 
could be when given the chance.—Hess 
Harrison, Muskogee, Okla. 


Her Heart Reat 


He is_ better 
Clark Gable! 
grand, colossal! My 
heart thumps wildly 
whenever he appears on 
the screen. I wouldn't 
miss any of his pic- 
tures nor his radio program for the world. 
What a smile, what a voice and what a 
boyish personality ! Who is it? Why 
that Dick Powell boy, of course. I just 
can’t see or hear enough of him.—Florence 
Blair, Beston, Mass. 


than 
He is 


Knocks and Roosts 


LA 


I am glad that, in 
cleaning up the movies, 
the producers are also 
breaking up a few of 


these screen teams. 
The best thing they 
did was to. separate ih 
MacDonald and Chevalier @icareans His 
croaking is an insult to her glorious 


voice. ‘Why, oh, why must we have such 
an overabundance of lip cast upon us. 
If he is what they call effervescent then 
Ill take ZaSu Pitts. 

Having just seen “Naughty Marietta,” 
I can’t stop raving about the superb per- 
formances turned in by the ravishing 
Jeanette and that he-man singer, Nelson 
Eddy. The picture is in its second week 
in New Haven and, believe me, a picture 
has to be real good to do that in this 
critical old town.—Frances Holmes, New 
Haven, Conn. 


Wants Sweetness ee ae 


Sometimes I sit and 
wonder just what it is 
that makes some screen 
stars great. They must 
have something, but I 
go to their pictures and 
fail to see it. Greta 2 
Garbo with her silly remotenesse Craw- 
ford with her posing. Those stars don’t 
seem real to me. I like to see an actress 
on the screen who is pretty and charming 
and real. I’m afraid I couldn’t apply any 
of those adjectives to Garbo, Crawford or 
Mae West. Enough for the brickbats,. 

I saw Maureen O’Sullivan in “The Bar- 
retts of Wimpole Street.” She was de- 
lightful. And there’s lovely Jean Parker 
(pictured). Just to see her face on the 
screen makes one believe in the three 
virtues, Faith, Hope and Charity—Ros- 
etta Wyninger, Anderson, Ind. 


(Continued on page 62) 
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If you could look 
Under Your Skin 


—you would discover 
an amazing network 
of tiny blood vessels, 
nerves, fibres, fat and 
muscle tissues, oil and 
sweat glands. When 
they grow sluggish, 
look outforskin faults! 


LINES formherewhenoil glands 
underneath fail to no urish, un- 
derskingrowsthinand wasted. 


PORES stretch and grow larger 
when clogged by impurities 
_ from inside the skin. 


BLACKHEADS form when pores 
remain clogged with secre- 
tions from within the skin. 


BLEMISHES follow when the 
clogging accumulations are 
not removed from the pores. 


DRY SKIN occurs when glands 
slow up, cease to supply oils 
that make skin supple. 


TISSUES SAG when circula- 
tion slows, under tissues grow 
thin, fibres lose snap. 
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When Underskin 


: a 
Miss Helene Macy of New York says: “Since I began to use Pond’s 
Cold Cream, my skin is clearer, smoother, the pores invisible.”’ 


fatls to function, 


erpect Lines, Blackheads, Blemishes! 


O YOU KNOW what makes skin 


supple and smooth? The tiny oil 
glands underneath it. 


Do you know what keeps it firm, young? 
Millions of tiny nerve and muscle fibres 
just below the surface. 


What gives it that clear glow that never 
fails to win admiration? The active cir- 
culation in little blood vessels all through 
the underskin. 


Skin authorities say the whole beauty 
of your outer skin depends on the proper 
functioning of all these things just under 
your skin! 


Hundreds of women have learned to 
ward off skin faults with a cream that 
both cleanses to the depths and rouses 
the slowing underskin to vigorous action 


—Pond’s Cold Cream. 
And here’s the simple way they use it:— 


EVERY NIGHT, apply Pond’s Cold 
Cream generously, patting it in till the 
skin is warm and supple. It sinks deep 
into the pores, softens and flushes away 
dirt, make-up and impurities from within 
the skin itself. Wipe cream and dirt away. 

Pat in some more cream briskly, and 
give your cleansed skin a second invigor- 
ating treatment with it. The circulation 


The Countess of Warwick 


admired for her youth, beauty and gracious person- 
ality, says: ‘“Pond’s Cold Cream is marvelous for 
bringing out the dirt from the pores of the skin.” 


stirs. Oil glands are wakened. Tissues and 
fibres toned. See how clear and glowing 
your skin looks. How satiny to the touch. 


IN THE MORNING, repeat this. In the 
daytime, too, before you put on fresh 
make-up. Rouge and powder go on evenly, 
stay fresh for hours. 


But, most of all, you’ll be delighted with 
the steady improvement in your skin. By 
this constant care, you can avoid black- 
heads and blemishes . . . Reduce enlarged 
pores... Soften lines . . . Firm the skin. 


Send for the special 9-treatment tube of 

Pond’s offered below. See in a few days the 
promise of what it can do for you. Pond’s Cold 
Cream is absolutely pure and entirely free 
from germs. 
Pond’s Cold Cream 
cleanses the skin 
deep, invigorates the 
underskin, corrects 
skin faults. 


Mail this Coupon — for Generous Package 


POND’S, Dept. H-50, Clinton, Conn. 

I enclose 10¢ (to cover postage and packing) for special 
tube of Pond’s Cold Cream, enough for 9 treatments, 
with generous samples of 2 other Pond’s Creams and 
5 different shades of Pond’s Face Powder. 


Name_ oe =e 


Street 


City State =, 
Copyright, 1935, Pond’s Extract Company 
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MILDLY MENTHOLATED 
CIGARETTES—CORK-TIPPED 


LIKE A SHOWER 
ON A HOT DAY 


—the cooling mild menthol in KODLS sets 
you up. Light one and refresh that hot, 
parched throat. There’s just enough mild 
menthol to give the smoke a pleasant cool- 
ness, but the fine tobacco flavor is fully 
preserved. Cork tips save lips. Anda B&W 
coupon in each pack worth saving for a 
choice of mighty attractive premiums. 
(Offer good in U.S.A. only; write for illus- 
trated premium booklet.) 

Brown & Williamson Tobacco Corp., Louisville, Ky. 


SAVE COUPONS /or 
HANDSOME PREMIUMS 


D MENTHOY 


~ IBS foo TWENTY 22 


RALEIGH CIGARETTES . . . NOW AT POPULAR 
PRICES. ..ALSO CARRY B & W COQUPONS 
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MODERN SCREEN 


Our guest teacher this month is this charming person, 
Zee Silvonia, conductor of Paramount's “Charm School.” 


Modern Screen 


Dramatic School 
ky Katherine Albert 


A LOT of you Dramatic School 
students—you boys and_ girls, 
men and women who are inter- 
ested in amateur theatricals, 
who want to make the stage 
your real career or who are 
simply interested in the art of 
drama as a means of enriching 
your lives—tell me that you're 
having trouble with the sheer 
mechanics of bodily movement. 

“What can I do with my 
hands?” you ask me. 

“How can I stand up and sit 
down gracefully on the stage?” 

“What is the correct way to 
walk?” 

Last month I told you that I 
was going to discuss some of the 
individual dramatic club  prob- 
lems (and there are now hun- 
dreds of clubs formed through- 
out the country, but there is still 


room for more). Your big 
problems seem to be posture, 
walking, sitting, standing and 
gesturing. So let’s start off by 
learning about them. And 
certainly I can bring you no bet- 
ter teacher than Zee Silvonia, 
conductor of Paramount’s 
“Charm School.” This month 
you are going to receive the 
benefit of her vast knowledge. 
You are going to learn exactly 
what she teaches the young 
Paramount players who are 
about to be launched upon screen 
careers. I think we’re darned 
lucky to have her as our guest. 

Her own story is pretty fasci- 
nating in itself. She was one 
of the most beautiful girls in the 
“Follies,” but when she came to 
Hollywood she had a run of 
bad (Continued on page 7/5) 


How to acgutte ppotse and chatm 
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Tintex— brings 
Color Magic to 
Sportswear, Sweaters, 
Sports Scarfs and 

Handkerchiefs 


UMMER sun and frequent laun- 

derings will fade the beautiful 
colors in your apparel... and 
in your home decorations, too. 
But never mind. Just do as mil- 
lions of other smart women... use 
Tintex! In a jiffy...and without 
muss or fuss... these famous Tints 
and Dyes will restore the original 
color, or give a new color if you 


wish, to every washable fabric. 


Jintex 
Brings Color Magic to 


Your Summer Wardrobe 


Faded Fabrics Become 
Gaily New With These 
Easy Tints and Dyes 


There’s color-magic and economy 
in every package of Tintex. And 
perfect results, too! That’s why 
women who know always insist on 
Tintex. 38 brilliant long-lasting 


colors from which to choose. 


Avoid Substitutes .. . 


Tintex quality never varies! Perfect results 


every time. That's why millions of women 


INSIST ON TINTEX 


PARK & TILFORD, Distributors 


Tintex— brings 
Color Magic to 
Underthings and Lingerie— 
Lace-trimmed Negligees — 


Worlds Largest Selling 


TINTS ann DYES 


AT ALL DRUG STORES, NOTION AND TOILET GOODS COUNTERS 


“I’m such an awkward dancer—= 
I'm afraid I ruined your shoe!” 


DON’T WORRY 


Shinola removes dirt and stains 
quickly—leaves shoes white as new! 


NO RUB-OFF 


% Properly applied Shinola White does 
not rub off on clothes or furniture. 


AT ALL 
STORES 


¥& Shinola White Cleaner dries quickly. After drying, the 
shoe should be rubbed or brushed. Shinola cleans and 
whitens; removes all stains and will not discolor shoes. 
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GLADY’S B., MILDRED COLLISON, IRENE BA- 
RATH, Cleveland, Ohio; GRACE W. BEAVERS, 
Tuscumbia, Ala.; ELEANOR WECHSLER, Bklyn., 
N. Y.; NATALIE HOARE, Ontario, Canada; 
ELIZABETH FLEMING, Miami, Fla.; GOLDIE 
REILICH, New York City; RUTH AVRAM, Ft. 
Thomas, Ky.; EMMA JUNE DEUBERT, Belle- 


ville, Mich.; JANET GUION, FLORENCE 
KRAMER, ISABELLE BURNS, Pittsburgh, Pa.; 
ANN SUMMERS, Covington, Ky.; ROBERT 
MURPHREE, High Springs, Fla.; JERRY and 
BEATRICE LEVY, Philadelphia, Pa.; GINGER 
MCNTEITH, Des Moines, Iowa; FRANCES, Co- 
lumbia, S. C.; MARY GALAROWICZ, Detroit, 
Mich.; BETTY CYR, Gary, Ind.; LUCILLE 
JANSSEN, Sheboygan, Wis.; MIRIAM TYSON, 
Atlanta, Ga.; MARGARET ROSE, Ottawa, Canada 
—Now that that’s over, we can get down to the 
real business of investigating the past and present 
of Gene Raymond: His “‘vital_ statistics’ are: 
Real name—Raymond Guion; Birthdate—August 
13, 1908; Birthplace—New York City; Nationality— 
American (French descent); Height—S feet 19 
inches; Weight—150 pounds; Coloring—Blue eyes, 
blonde hair (nearly platinum). He has one brother 
named Robert. Gene made his first stage appear- 
ance at the age of five, was educated in New York 
public and private schools while occasionally taking 
parts in plays. From 1922 until 1931 he took up his 
stage career in earnest, appearing in a great many 
productions. His first picture was for Paramount 
opposite Nancy Carroll in ‘“‘Personal Maid,” and 
since that time he has_ made pictures for nearly 
every major company in Hollywood. He is at present 
under contract to Columbia Studios, 1438 North 
Gower St., Hollywood, Calif., where you can reach 
him and get his photograph for 25 cents. He en- 
joys horseback riding, tennis and golf. His favorite 
delicacy is a thick steak and he can prepare bacon 
and eggs expertly. He spends his leisure days on 
the desert, plays the piano well and_ enjoys travel. 
He lives in Beverly Hills and is often visited by 
his mother, Mrs. Mary Kipling, a writer. His most 
recent picture is ‘‘Hooray for Love.”’ 


DOROTHY SCHOLLAERT, Joffre, Pa.—No, Jeanette 


MacDonald is not married. There has been a 
rumor, never substantiated, that she is secretly 
married to Bob Ritchie. At any rate, they are to- 
gether a great deal. 


VIRGINIA WINSLOW, Waltham, Mass.; BERNICE 


BLOOMFIELD, Detroit, Mich.; MARIE MENTEN; 
ELEANORA SALAY, Hicksville, Ohio; M. S. H., 
Walden, N. Y.—And now for Janet Gaynor. ‘‘Vital 
statistics’’: Real_ name—Laura Gainer; Birthdate 
—October 6, 1907; Birthplace—Philadelphia, Pa. ; 
Height—5 feet; Weight—100 pounds; Coloring— 
Brown eyes, copper brown hair. She has one sister. 
When Janet was 6 her family moved to Chicago 
where she attended the Graeme Stewart grade 
school. When they moved again to San Francisco, 
she finished her education at San Francisco Poly- 
technic High School, and worked in a shoe shop 
and then as usherette in a movie theatre. The day 
after Christmas in 1924, she obtained her first job 
as an extra in Hollywood. Work was scarce so she 
took up secretarial training, but gave it up believ- 
ing that she was no business woman. Back to the 
studios again, she began to get better and better 
parts. Her first real leading role. was in_ “The 
Johnstown Flood.’’ The rest is history. She is 
divorced from Lydell Peck and her best friend is 
Margaret Lindsay. She plays the piano and ukelele 
and her favorite sports are swimming and _ golf. 
Her favorite food is Chinese dishes and her pet 
colors are yellow and blue. She dislikes exhibi- 
tionism and is very shy, rarely appearing at public 
functions. Her hobby is collecting Lalique glass- 
ware, and arranging ‘‘phonograph operas.’’ She 
is under contract to the Fox Studios, Movietone 
City, Hollywood, Calif. Her next picture will be 
“The Farmer Takes a Wife.” 


VIOLET CONNORS, Harrison, N. J.—Grace Moore’s 


birthday is December 5, and she was born in 1901. 
Her leading man in “‘Love Me Forever’ is Michael 
Bartlett who, under the name of Eduardo Bartelli, 
has won European successes achieved by few Amer- 
icans. He is hailed by music critics as the best 
American born tenor. Leo Carrillo has a very im- 
portant part in the picture, too. Jeanette Mac- 
Donald has never sung in opera. She has, however, 
given concerts throughout Europe. 


ANNA AMEN and ALICE M. WEBER, New York 
City; SUZANNE _ SCHIESL, St. Joseph, Mo.; 
FRIEDA BEELER, Clawson, Mich.; L. HART- 
MANN, Chicago, Ill.; MAE and HELEN ROCK, 
Oak Park, Ill.; JEAN FIELDS, Bklyn., N. Y.— 
Fred MacMurray is named after his father, the 
noted concert violinist. He was born in Kankakee, 
Ill., on August 30, 1908, and after a few weeks his 
parents moved to Beaver Dam, Wis., where they 
settled for a few years. Here Fred attended grade 
and high school. He also went to high school in 
Madison where he won 10 letters for his athletic 
prowess in football, baseball, track and basketball. 
He later enrolled at Carroll College in Waukesha, 
Wis., where he remained for a year. Then to Chi- 
cago as a saxophonist and soloist in a dance band, 
followed by _a similar position in the stage band at 
Warner’s Hollywood Theatre. In 1929 MacMurray 
was featured in a singing sketch with Libby Hol- 
man in ‘“‘Three’s a Crowd’’ on Broadway, during 
which time he was with the California Collegians, a 
cooperative traveling orchestra. For the next five 
years Fred remained with this orchestra and ap- 
peared regularly in New York’s most popular night 
clubs. The band was booked for featured billing 
in Max Gordon’s hit, ‘‘Roberta,’”? where, in addi- 
tion to his singing, MacMurray was understudy to 
the leading man. Paramount talent scouts spotted 
him and in April, 1934, he was signed to a long 
term contract. You can write him at the Paramount 
Studios, Hollywood, Calif. He is 6 feet 3 inches tall, 
and weighs 185 pounds. He has dark brown hair 
and brown eyes. His Paramount nictures are: 
‘The Gilded Lily,”” “Car 99,” “Men Without 
Names’’ and his next will be “Alice Adams’’ with 
Katharine Hepburn for which he has been bor- 
rowed by RKO 


PHILIP MACY, ‘Piru, Calif.—Samuel_ Hines played 


the part of Jean Parker’s father in “‘Sequoia.’”’ Yes, 
Ann Sothern’s real name is Harriette Lake. 


BETTY WAND, Elizabeth, Ill.; PEGGY MONSON, 


Burrel, Calif.; DALE MILLER, Callery, Pa.; WIL- 
MA, Cedar Rapids, Iowa: MRS. C. NEWMAN, 
Detroit, Mich.—Just what Ginger Rogers’ real name 
actually is, is hard to state. According to her bi- 
ography it is Virginia Rogers, but according to her 
marriage certificate it is Katherine McMath—so 
take your choice. Anyway, she was born in Inde- 
pendence, Mo., on July 16, 1911, and later moved 
to Fort Worth, Texas, where she attended school. 
When she was 15 she won the Texas Charleston 
championship. Through this she obtained a vaude- 
ville contract followed by sundry stage engage- 
ments. Then she went into a featured role in the 
musical, ““Top Speed,’”’ and while appearing in this 
show, made her screen debut in “‘Young Men of 
Manhattan,’’ which was made in the East. She 
was in several other musicals, the last of which 
was “Girl Crazy’’ in which she made a tremendous 
hit. Then to Hollywood and the lead in “The Tip 
Off. Ginger is 5 feet 4 inches tall, weighs 110 
pounds, has gold-red hair and blue eyes. Dancing 
is her hobby, and her favorite method of keeping 
trim. She plays a fair game of tennis, likes to play 
golf and is fond of swimming and riding, She likes 
music and cooking and her favorite dish is ham 
and eggs. When she was quite young she married 
Edward Jackson Culpepper and was later divorced. 
On November 14, 1934, she and Lew Ayres became 
man and wife—and a cute couple they make, too. 
Her career will not be halted by this matrimonial 


(Continued on page 67) 


If you would like to see a brief synopsis 
of your favorite's life in this department, 
fill in and send us the coupon on page 
67. General questions, of course, will be 
answered here, too. Those asked most 


frequently and the mast interesting ones 


receive first preference. And not too 

many at a time, please. Address: The 

Information Desk, Modern Screen, 149 
Madison Ave., New York, N. Y. 


Facts about pilms and your pavorites 
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better when loaded with Kodak Verichrome Film. Verichrome 
gives you the true expression, the naturalness. Your snaps turn 
out just the way you’ve always wanted them. Always use Veri- 
chrome and be sure... Eastman Kodak Company, Rochester, N. Y. 


This day will never come again — 
save it with snapshots 
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WHAT A 
DIFFERENCE! 


SS 


what a truly amazing difference 
Maybelline Eye Beauty Aids 
do make 


O you carefully powder and rouge, and then allow 

scraggly brows and pale, scanty lashes to mar what 
should be your most expressive feature, your eyes? You 
would be amazed at the added loveliness that could be 
so easily yours with Maybelline Eye Beauty Aids! 
Simply darken your lashes into long-appearing, luxuri- 
ant fringe with the famous Maybelline Eyelash Dark- 
ener, and see how the eyes ; 
instantly appear larger and 
more expressive. It is abso- 
lutely harmless, non-smart- 
ing, and tear-proof, and keeps 
the lashes soft and silky. 
Black for brunettes, Brown 
for blondes. 
Now a bit of Maybelline Eye 
Shadow blended softly on 
your eyelids, and notice how 
the eyes immediately take on 
brilliance and color, adding 
depth and beauty to the 
expression. There are five 
exquisite shades of this pure, 
creamy shadow: Blue, 
Brown, Blue-Grey, Violet, 
and Green. 
Form graceful, expressive 
eyebrows with the smooth- 
marking, easy-to-use Maybell- 
ine Eyebrow Pencil. A 
perfect pencil that you will 
adore. It comes in Black or 
Brown. f ; 
To stimulate the natural BLUR! SBHOWNEEL GEG GREY, 
growth of your lashes, apply VIOLET AND GREEN 
the pure,nourishing Maybell- 
ine Eyelash Tonic Cream 
before retiring. 
The name Maybelline is your 
assurance of purity and effec- 
tiveness. These famous prod- 
ucts in purse sizes are now 
within the reach of every girl 
and woman at all leading 10c 
stores. Try them today and 
see what an amazing differ- 
ence Maybelline Eye Beauty 
Aids can make in your -—_.. 
appearance. 


COLORLESS 


ceded pAPProveg 


fe 


Good Housekeeping 
S,,* Burcau ow 


All Maybelline Preparations 
bear the seal of upproval 


BLACK OR WHITE BRISTLES 


EYE BEAUTY AIDS 
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Between You and Me 


(Continued from page 56) 


Res cue K. ent Tayl Ot 


I want to start a 
“beef” because more 
hasn't been done for 
that perfectly grand 
person, Kent Taylor. 
If he were given some 
| good parts in pictures, 
rather than these namby-pamby sweet- 
heart roles, I’m betting he would pass 
Clark Gable in no time. And_ please 
don’t co-star him with Evelyn Venable. 
Give him someone who is alive.—Betty 
Hayes, Los Angeles, Calif. 


Silly! 


Just what does Re- 
gina Cannon mean by 
calling Katharine Hep- 
burn an exhibitionist? 
If any one is an ex- 
hibitionist it is Greta 

ao (silly) Garbo. What 
do you suppose she is acting the way she 
does for? Just to get writers like Can- 
non hot and bothered. Garbo can do ail 
the smiling in public she wants to, but 
it’s going to take more than that to get 
her fans back. Garbo has been putting 
on this little show for a long time, but 
when she saw that Hepburn was crowd- 
ing her out, she took herself to the 
Trocadero to get some publicity. I know 
all about this big Garbo mystery act and 
it’s time you woke up to the facts (don’t 
be so darn silly) —Ardent Hepburn Fan. 


All Agog 


I want to thank you 
for your article about 
Nelson Eddy in the 
June issue. He is ail 
that you say, and more, 
as I can testify after 
seeing and hearing him 
sing in person here in my home town four 
weeks ago. I was still running around in 
circles four days later when I went to 
see “Naughty Marietta,” and after view- 
ing the picture there was no more argu- 
ment about the matter. In my opinion 
he is the perfect formula for screen suc- 
cess, and if he does not become the most 
popular hero in the history of the screen 
then I am a poor prophet, as he has an 
equal appeal for both men and women. 
It is a pity that the silver screen does not 
do justice to his unusual good looks; how- 
ever, he will come into his own in color 
pictures and then his fans can see him 
as he really is—Lois Williams, Dallas, 
Texas. 

Just a word of congratulation for Nel- 
son Eddy. “Naughty Marietta’ was held 
over in Atlanta for two weeks. I saw it 
five different times. Nelson Eddy is a 
perfect combination of gentleman, lover, 
and singer. Three cheers for Nelson 
Eddy.—Jane Colby, Atlanta, Ga. 

Here at last is a real man who doesn’t 
look sissy when he sings, yet has a truly 
wonderful voice. May we hear more of 
this new sensational star, Nelson Eddy.— 
Ann Cain, Kansas City, Mo. 


Address your letters to: 
Modern Screen, 149 Madison Ave., 


New York, N. Y. 


ds Helen in @ AS 


It is difficult not to 
drop a few lines in 
criticism of the roles 
that are being assigned 
to little Helen Mack. A 
charming person and 
a capable actress in oa 
parts requiring genuine ability. Even if 
she has not actual star rating at the pres- 
ent time, she would well repay the “risk” 
of allowing her to portray the part of 
Fleur in Galsworthy’s “The White Mon- 
key.’ Cannot something be done about 
it?-—D. H. Pingree, Waltham, Mass. 


Complainin : 


I’m tired of seeing Crawford, Colbert, 
Harlow, Dietrich, Bennett and the rest of 


*the same chosen few forever overpubli- 


cized. Give the others a chance. I used 
to buy a number of movie magazines each 
month, but lately have not because I am 
too fed up reading about the same stars 
all the time. 

I’d like a respite from those silly ani- 
mated cartoons and ‘‘comedy shorts’ in- 
flicted upon us along with a good feature 
picture. Does an exhibitor have to show 
all that tripe when there are so many 
wonderful novelty sketches that could be 
substituted ?—Ethel Carlson, Chicago, Ill. 


Qn all Fairness... 


Fred Astaire deserves 
all the praise he is re- 
ceiving for he is the 
greatest screen discov- 
ery in the past few 
years. But in mention- 
ing him, let us not for- es 
get Ginger Rogers who has risen to fame 
alongside of him. She is the sweetest and 
most adorable personality on the screen 
today. I hope RKO never stops making 
pictures with them for we will never tire 
of them. I can hardly wait for their next 
one.—Betty Wexler. Bronx, N. Y. 


Mrs. Eddy meets her son Nelson 
on his return from a concert 


tour. He'll do another musical 
with La MacDonald soon. 


The Truth About 
the Mysterious 
Miss Loy 


(Continued from page 26) 


money was made to be spent—and spent 
it. He read books with Myrna and rode 
over the ranges with her and laughed 
at her early ambition to become a dancer. 

This ambition was born, Myrna_ be- 
lieves when, at the age of six, her mother 
took her to see Maeterlinck’s ‘Blue 
Bird.” The children who danced in that 
pageant danced straight into Myrna’s 
heart and with their unconscious grace 
moulded an ambition. 


UT Father Williams didn’t really 

sympathize with his small daughter’s 
avowed career. He was of the school 
who thinks the theatre no place for a 
daughter of his. Not that he worried 
about it. He didn’t have time... 

And so, for those first thirteen years 
Myrna went to public school and played 
games in the afternoon. She made fudge 
with girl friends and read Louisa M. AI- 
cott, “Lorna Doone,” “The Wide, Wide 
World,’ and Tennyson’s poems—and 
dreamed. She studied hard and success- 
fully only the things she wanted to study. 
And the things she wanted to study were 
the subjects she thought would be of use 
to her when the world should applaud 
her as a premiere danseuse. History and 
English were her favorite subjects. For 
from history she could draw upon the 
stately images of queens and reconstruct 
scenes at Versailles and the pomp and 
vanity of the French and Viennese Courts. 
And from English she could absorb the 
living thoughts of dead poets, the immor- 
tal dreams of great men—and all of this 
would live again in her Art. She loved 
dramatics, too, of course. And gym be- 
cause she knew that she must keep her 
body supple and fit. 

She had a great many girl friends but 
no boy friends at all. 

“T was,’ Myrna laughs now about it 
“a very plain little girl, to put it kindly. 
Carrotty hair. Freckles then, as now. 
Light eyelashes and eyebrows and un- 
pleasantly skinny. I was a tomboy, too. 
Grubby hands and knees, torn dresses and 
socks, screechy voice. Not a trace of 
dimpled appeal: No one ever called me a 
‘little angel. I was really quite hope- 
lessly plain. It must have been hopeless 
if my mother gave up and did nothing 
about me. She evidently felt that you 
can't make a glittering brocade purse out 
of a little ireckled sow’s ear. She just 
saw to it that my hands and face were 
immaculately scrubbed at least once a 
day, my dresses tubbed and my reddish 
hair tightly braided into two pig-tails for 
neatness’ sake. And let it go at that. 

“And I suffered agonies in silence. I 
always have been inarticulate when it 
comes to personal pain. I wanted, pas- 
sionately, to be beautiful. I read of 
Elaine and Guinevere and childish hero- 
ines like the ‘Little Colonel’ and I 
covered the pages with great elobby tears 
of self-pity. 

“I suffered all the more because, of all 
things, I had chosen for my best friend 
the little girl who lived next door. And 
she was a curly, golden-haired cherub 
who wore ruffles and ribbons. She had 
a peaches and cream skin and nary a 
freckle to her face, and a gurgly little 
giggle. She was feminine, soft and lov- 
able—everything that I was not. She was 
a lace paper valentine, I was the comic 
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@ Miss Helen Mitchell Stedman, of New York, of ex- 
quisitely fragile blonde beauty, says: ‘‘Pond’s Rose 


SHE WAS A PRETTY GIRL—that is, 
she would have been if her skin weren’t 
so dull and washed-out looking. It 
made even her hair and eyes look 
faded. She was using a flesh powder 
of a popular make. It made her skin 
look positively chalky! “You are dead- 
ening your skin with that powder,” 
the Color Analyst said. ‘See what 
this will do.”” He put on Pond’s Rose 
Brunette. “Why it’s lovely!”’ she said 
breathlessly. Her skin glowed enchant- 
ingly. Her hair looked like spun gold. 
Her eyes sparkled like jewels! 


To FIND ouT just what hidden 
tints gave beautiful blonde skin its enchant- 
ing transparency —what-gave brunette skin 
its glamorous warmth, Pond’s color-ana- 
lyzed the skin of over 200 girls. 


They found the answer in the most sur- 
prising tints hidden in skin—dright blue in 
blonde skin, brilliant green in brunette. 
These tints they blended invisibly in Pond’s 
new powder shades. Now no one need have 
dull, faded skin. These new shades bring to 
your skin just the color note it lacks. 


If your present powder is not helping you, 
see what Pond’s scientifically blended 
shades will do for you:— 


Rose Cream—gives an enchanting radiance 
and a clear blonde coloring 


Brunette Powder gives my skin the loveliest glow!’’ 


Blonde wee | 
Pale..Faded | 


The Color Analyst advised 
a Brunclte louder! 


® Over 200 girls’ skin color-analyzed—to find 
the hidden beauty tints in skin, now blended 
invisibly in Pond’s new powder shades. 


Natural—a delicate, transparent flesh tint 
Brunette—a velvety, creamy tone becoming 
to many blondes 

Rose Brunette—warms pale, faded skins 
Light Cream—gives an ivory tone 

You can try them without expense—just 
send in the coupon below. See from a thor- 
ough five-day test how much better you like 
this powder than any you ever used before. 


5 DIFFERENT SHADES— FREE! 
... mail coupon today 


(THIS OFFER EXPIRES OOTOBER I, 1935) 


POND’S, Dept. H94, Clinton, Conn. 
Please send me free 5 different shades of Pond’s new 
Face Powder, enough of each for a thorough 5-day test. 


Name_ : = 


Street = nea ced 


City State 


Copyright, 1936, Pond’s Extract Company 
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FAOEN No. 44 is warm 
and vibrant. It suggests ro- 
mance so subtly and yet so 
definitely that many fasci- 
naling women prefer it to 
more costly scents. 


FAOEN No. 12s floral and 
delicate with a refreshing 
bouquet. The scent is dif- 
ferent. Different in its mys- 
lerious power fo tfrans- 
form altractiveness in- 
10 compelling love- 
liness. 


FAOEN No. 19 is fresh, 
light and delicate. Like the 
intoxicating fragrance of a 
lovely garden—it's elu- 
sive and alluring. Excel- 
lent for evening wear. 


FAOEN No.3 is exotic— 

a clinging, oriental fra- 

grance which makes every 

occasion rife with intri- 

guing romantic possibili- 
nes. 


In ten cent tuckaway YZ 
sizes as illustrated 


at all 5 and 10 4 
" cent stores. - 
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variety! The boys made a great fuss over 
her—they carried her books to and from 
school for her. J trudged alone carrying 
my own. They shared their lunches with 
her, bought her ice cream and candies and 
sent her smudgy little notes covered with 
circular kisses. I ate my own lunch and 
never had a single note to my name. The 
contrast was really rather awful for me 
—it’s a wonder it didn’t give me an in- 
feriority complex for the rest of my life. 
There was Amy, golden-curled and so 
pretty and there was I, pig-tailed and 
freckled! 


HEN, to make the situation still 

more acute, I fell in love with a 
lordly lad of twelve. And he fell in love 
with Amy! I worshipped him. He wor- 
shipped Amy. And if adults bemoan the 
pain of unrequited love, they should re- 
member the awful, inarticulate love of 
twelve! 

“He would ride Amy home from school, 
this Romeo, on the back of his bicycle 
and I would tag along behind, taking 
little running steps in an effort to keep 
up with them, trying to pretend that I 
was having a glorious time, that it was 
fun and squeezing my eyes tight shut all 
the while to keep the tears back! Amy 
would get me to telephone him, too, from 
my house, and invite him over to play 
with ‘us. And when he came he and 
Amy would go off and have secrets to- 
gether and play games which never in- 
cluded me. I didn’t try to compete. I 
think I knew I had no weapons with 
which to fight. It never occurred to me 
that I might try keeping my hands clean 
and curling my hair and softening my 
war-whoopish voice. I had none of the 
instinctive siren in me. I haven't now. 
Which is why the fact that I have played 
so many slinky exotic sirens on the screen 


strikes me as really funny .. . 
“As a pay-off to that portion of my 
past ... not very long ago I had a note 


from this very boy—asking for my auto- 
graph! He had been seeing me on the 
screen and realized, suddenly, that Myrna 
Loy and the small Myrna Williams were 
one and the same. He said very flatter- 
ing and rather fulsome things, the kind 
of things that would have transported the 
child Myrna to Seventh Heaven. One 
might say that the Law of Compensation 
had worked in my behalf. It had—but 
too late. 

-“That was my first experience of being 
in love with someone who wasn’t in love 
with me. I’ve had the same experience 
many times since. Unrequited love! I 
should be a poetess to sing that dirge. 
T’ve almost always fallen in love with the 
wrong man—or with a man who didn't 
know the state of my feelings. 

“Gary Cooper lived a block in back of 
us in those days. I don’t remember him. 
He says that he vaguely recalls seeing 
me about. And my mother knew his 
mother. Doubtless we went to the same 
grammar school together and must often 
have ridden the same ranges. It’s just 
as well I didn’t see him—I should prob- 
ably have had another unrequited love to 
weep over!” 

And so Myrna’s childhood, up to the 
age of thirteen, was the childhood of any 
everyday little American girl in a happy 
home. Then, when Myrna was thirteen, 
came the flu epidemic. Myrna, her mother 
and brother. were all stricken with the dread 
malady. Indeed, the whole town of 
Helena was laid low by the epidemic. 
Hospitals were filled beyond capacity in 
that first onslaught. Nurses were at a 
premium. In the Williams household a 
nurse was obtainable only for an hour 
or so each day. And for the rest of the 
time David Williams acted as nurse for 
his wife and two children. When Myrra 


became so ill that she was unconscious 
and had to be packed in ice, she would 
wake from a coma every now and again 
to be conscious that her father was sit- 
ting by her bedside, his strong hand hold- 
ing firmly to hers. 

He saved her life—and lost his own. 

Gradually Myrna, her mother and 
brother recovered and then, with fatal 
swiftness, the malady struck David Wil- 
liams. Myrna was sent to the house of 
a neighbor—to wait. 

One day dragged by, two days. Myrna 
wandered restlessly about the house. On 
the third day, at high noon, she suddenly 
felt giddy, funny. She ran upstairs to 
an empty bedroom with her invariable in- 
stinct for hiding her heart from others. 
As she entered the room the thin blade 
of a knife seemed to enter her fast-beat- 
ing heart. She said aloud “Daddy 1s 
dead.’ She sat down to wait for the tel- 
ephone to ring. Within five minutes it 
rang. Another few minutes and her hos- 
tess came slowly into the room. Myrna 
did not need to look at that compassionate 
face. She said, without raising her eyes, 
“You don’t have to tell me, Mrs. Carter 
—I know.” 


YRNA said, “I can’t explain, but 

with Daddy gone I never thought 
of anybody taking care of me. I knew 
that any care to be taken was up to me. 
Perhaps it was because I had always been 
identified so closely with my father that, 
when the reins fell from his _ hands, 
I picked them up. Perhaps, too, it was 
because mother had always been such a 
gay person, without ever having had to 
shoulder responsibility or know the mean- 
ing of making ends meet. 

“In spite of which she was really mag- 
nificent in the months that followed. She 
rose to the sad occasion gallantly and 
competently. She decided that we would 
go to California, she, David and I. We 
had spent an occasional winter in La 
Jolla when we were younger and it had 
always agreed with her. Her health was 
precarious . . . Dad’s death, her own ill- 
ness and those of the friends who had 
fallen to right and to left of us had en- 
dangered it. There was a small amount 
of money left us from our lands in Mon- 
tana and from insurance. We _ could 
manage until I should begin to work. 

“We came to California and rented a 
small house in Culver City, not very far 
from here.” 

Myrna went to the Westlake School 
for Girls for a year. She wanted to 
study dancing and music. She wanted 
more history, French and English. She 
was too young, at that time, to do any- 
thing but prepare. Before the year was 
over, she had found a position, teaching 
dancing in a small private dancing school. 
She had thirty pupils, most of them older 
than herself, and she earned twenty-five 
dollars a month for her labors. 

Myrna said, “Even in high school I 
never mingled much with the other girls. 
Alone the majority of the time, I always 
could be found, wearing a wisp of chiffon, 
in every May festival or amateur the- 
atrical. But even in those moments you 
could hardly have called me companion- 
able. For I was not being myselfi—I 
was somebody else!” 

A little later Myrna decided to study 
sculpture. Both for its own sake and 
because she believed the plastic art would 
contribute to her dancing. She finally 
entered Venice High School in Southern 
California because she'd discovered that 
an artist of national renown, Mr. H. F. 
Winebrenner, was head of the art classes. 

Not even then did boys, crushes or ro- 
mance enter Myrna’s life. She said, “I 
think my almost boy-less state at that 
time can be accounted for by the fact that 


While Myrna Loy was study- 
ing sculpture at the Venice 
High School, she was selected 
to portray Spirit because she 
possessed intelligent under- 
standing, beauty and grace. 


I was consumed with a passion for swc- 
cess. My dreams were dreams of success. 
My daytimes were spent pursuing it. And 
then, there were things to do at home— 
helping mother, helping David do his 
homework. Occasionally I felt dreamily 
in love with some gilded youth but al- 
ways one who did not know that I ex- 
isted.” 


\ HILE Myrna was sculpturing at 

Venice High, Mr. Winebrenner 
planned a sculptured group wherewith to 
grace the campus. He conceived the idea 
of an allegorical group of three figures, 
one to represent the Physical, another the 
Mental and a third the Spiritual. This 
classical group was completed and won 
the admiration of the art world. But a 
mystery hovered about it for five years 
the mystery of the identity of the model 
who had posed for the Spiritual. Then, 
five years after the unveiling, the sculptor 
revealed the identity of his model—Myrna 
Loy! 

Mr. Winebrenner is quoted as saying, 
“T had no difficulty in selecting the first 
two models. A football gladiator posed 
for the Physical and a pretty girl of high 
scholastic standing for the Mental. But 
the model for the Spiritual was not so 
easy. It required a girl with a beauti- 
ful body and if that were all it would 
have been easy. But animating the body 
the spirit had to be manifest, clear and 
idealistic. A prismatic refraction of in- 
telligent understanding, beauty and grace 
combined into the term called spiritual. 
I was watching an interpretive dance at 
the school one day and happened to notice 
Myrna Williams, one of my own pupils. 
My eyes were opened. It took a good 
deal of persuading to induce her to pose 
for me but she finally consented to do 
so providing the work be done in the 
privacy of my own studio-home. Later, 
she asked me to keep her identity a secret. 
She said she would feel so silly, a little, 
unknown schoolgirl, being marbleized as 
Spirit!” 

“My dancing school work,” Myrna told 
me, ‘was getting me exactly nowhere. 
The twenty-five a month was getting us 
into debt. Funds were dwindling and 
drastic action was imperative. I had to 
take that action. I never wavered in my 
conviction that I was the man of the 
family. I wouldn’t ask for help. 

“T heard, then, that Fancho & Marco 
were putting on one of their revues at 
Grauman’s Egyptian Theatre. I applied 
for the job and got it. I was one of 
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\N’T HELP WORRYING!" 


"OH, YES YOU CAN.—THERE’S NO 


EXCUSE FOR “ACCIDENT PANIC” NOW 


You're truly sate with 


‘““CERTAIN-SAFE’’ MODESS! 


Say goodbye to your old, haunting 


to) 
fear of “‘accidents.” You can! 


For just one word—to your druggist 
or to a saleswoman at your favorite 
department store—will bring you the 
dependable protection you’ve always 


longed for. Andthatwordis.. MODESS. 


Modess is the one and only sanitary 
napkin that is “Certain-Safe.” Get a 


box. Take out one of the soft, snowy 
napkins and look at it. See... 


@ the specially-treated material on 
edges and back that protects you 
against striking through. 


@ the extra-long gauze tabs that give 
a firmer pinning area and protect 
you against tearing away. 


MODESS STAYS SOFT— STAYS SAFE 
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WORRY OVER TELL TALE 


AIR 


Vint 1 his Safe Way 
Look Years rales 


GAnEPY quickly—and at home—you can 
overcome the handicap of gray, faded or 
streaked hair. With a small brush and 
Brownatone, you can impart a rich, natural- 
appearing shade of blonde, brown or black. 
Look 10 years younger and retain your 
youthful charm. 

Used and approved for over twenty-three 
years by American women everywhere. Mil- 
lions of bottles sold is your assurance of 
satisfaction. Brownatone is dependable— 
guaranteed absolutely harmless for tinting 
gray hair. Active coloring agent is purely 
vegetable. You'll be happy in using— 


BROWNAIONE 


Cannot affect waving of hair. Is economical 
and lasting—will not wash out. Brownatone 
imparts a rich, beautiful shade with amazing 
speed. Simply “touch-up” as new: gray hair 
appears. Easy to apply. Just brush or comb 
it in. Shades “Blonde to Medium Brown” 
and “Dark Brown to Black’ cover every need. 

Brownatone is only 50c at drug or toilet 
counters everywhere—always on a money- 
back guarantee—or 


The Kenton Pharmacal Co. 

303 Brownatone Bldg., Covington, Kentucky 
Please send me Test bottle of BROWNATONE, 
and interesting booklet. Enclosed is a 3c stamp to 
cover, partly, cost of packing and mailing. 


Statejshade: wanted Samra ee 


Namela coco Soe so enna en a eee eee ee eee 


| me. 
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thirty girls doing the dance numbers. I 
stayed there for one year and _ three 
months, made thirty dollars a week and 
was grateful.” 

And not then, not even then, did boys, 
good times, staying out late and partying 
figure in the life of Myrna Williams. 
Now and again she went dancing with 
some boy. Now and again she was in 
love with some youth who was unaware 
of her. The work was hard and constant 
and she had occasion many times, she told 
me, to be grateful to the Montana plains 
for the sound body they had given her. 
Now Myrna admitted, laughing, she never 
makes an athletic move. She is, she says, 
one of the laziest women living. A swim 
now and again is the sum total of her 
gladiatorial gaddings. And then, too, at 
that period of her life she had few clothes 
and when you have few clothes and must 
look smart all of the time, a considerable 
amount of home dry-cleaning, pressing 
and mending is necessary. 

“Then—” said Myrna, “then something 
happened to me that was to be the turn- 
ing point for me. Though, as is usually 
the case, I didn’t know it for a turning 
point when I saw it. It was chance... 
and it is my belief that Chance is seventy- 
five per cent of success, the other twenty- 
five must be ability. 

“Henry Waxman, the photographer, 
happened to have an idle evening on his 
hands. He dropped into the Egyptian. 
I chanced, that night, to be the central 
figure in the dance numbers. He _ hap- 
pened to notice me, and thought I would 
make a good photographic subject. He 
came back stage and offered to photograph 
I was flattered and accepted the very 
kind offer, which was to be without cost 
to me. No one had ever wanted to photo- 
graph me before. 

“The pictures were made. They turned 
out beautifully. A day or so later, Valen- 
tino happened to be in Waxman’s studio. 
He saw my pictures and he asked about 
me. He went to see me at the Egyptian. 
The next day Henry Waxman called me. 
I was to go to the studio where Mr. Val- 
entino would make a test of me—Natacha 
Rambova was preparing to screen “What 
Price Beauty?” and—and they wanted to 
test me! 

“T couldn't sleep that night. I thought, 
“Ha, there, Amy!” The next day, carry- 
ing my heart in my hand, I walked into 
the presence of the most beloved man on 
the face of the earth. The most beloved 
and the kindest. Natacha was there, too, 
and they explained to me that they 
wanted me to test for the part of Intel- 
lect. Natacha was using all types of 
women in this picture which starred Nita 
Naldi. 


UDY himself made me up—and to 

this day and hour,’ Myrna said, a 
tremble in her low-pitched voice, “to this 
very hour I think there has never been 
an hour so terrific, so thrilling as that 
hour when Rudy’s hands worked on me, 
when Rudy’s eyes watched me, when 
Natacha brought me her own clothes to 
wear, when they both stood by and helped 
me make the test—both so friendly, so 
kind. Wherever Natacha is now, and if 
she reads my life story, I hope she will 
know that I am remembering her kind- 


ness ...and Rudy’s... 
_ “Well, and so the test was made. A 
few days later I went to see it. I walked 


into that projection room alive and I 
walked out of it—dead. : 
“As I watched my screen self, stiff, 


absurd, ugly, I thought. ‘They’ve done 
all these things for me and I’m a com- 
plete flopYr 

“Tmagine imagine what it meant 
to me, not only to know that I had failed, 
lost my chance—but that I had failed 
Valentino! Tf there could be any young 
fate more heart-breaking, more nerve- 
shattering than that I should not like to 
know about it.” 

But there is something sturdy and sub- 
stantial about this girl who has played 
so many “exotics.” The freckles on that 
bizarre and beautiful countenance are the 
little brown badges of her independence. 
They give the lie to the lotus-lily soul. 
She is not languorous, of the night-bloom- 
ing species. The pioneer spirit of Grand- 
mother Annabelle beats valiantly in her 
blood. When she is down she is down 
only long enough to draw a full recuper- 
ative breath and then—she goes ahead and 
does things. 

She went home from that projection 
room and stayed in bed for two weeks. 
That was the recuperative breath. When 
she rose, recharged, she decided that she 
must go to New York to dance and find 
new fields. But before she could go, there 
must be the wherewithal to go on. And 
wherewithals were earned, not given. 
Perhaps she could get some extra work 
at, say, M-G-M. An extra didn’t need to 
photograph beautifully. 

Carfare was scarce in those lean days 
but fortunately Myrna was near enough 
to walk from her home to M-G-M. She 
found out where the casting office was, 
she entered it and, on those narrow wooden 
benches of hope so often deferred, Myrna 
sat patiently, long day after long day. 

And there, again, the drama of this 
girl’s story should smite the reader be- 
tween the eyes. Her first entrance into 
M-G-M—as an applicant for extra work, 
a holder-downer of wooden benches. And 
now, a handful of years later, a star in 
that same studio, with the gates flung 
wide at her entrance! 

Every now and again, in those days, a 
small wooden grille would open sharply 
and a man’s cold eyes would slue about, 
eyeing the bench-sitters as though they 
were so many bolts of goods. Now and 
again his voice would bark, “Here, you 
Elsie de Smithers .. .” or, “You, there, 
in the black sateen, wanter work today?” 


But no one called, “Here, you. . .” to 
the thin girl called Myrna Loy. 

And then, one long day later, when 
funds were ebbing low and hope was 
having to fight for its life, the grille 


opened and the fateful voice boomed out, 
“Hey, you over there in the blue suit, 
wanter work?” 

And Myrna “Oh, 
please—” 

And she entered the 
Goldwyn-Mayer. 

What did she find awaiting her behind 
those magic doors? If you make seven 
guesses they will all be wrong. 

(This is the first of two articles on 
Myrna Loy’'s life story.) 
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venture. Quite to the contrary. Her next picture 
Will ‘be Pon Hat”? again with Fred Astaire, < You 
can write her at the RKO-Radio Studio, 780 Gower 
St., Los Angeles, Calif. (Aside to Mrs. N.—Never 
heard that story, but it may be true.) a 

BETTY HAYES, Germantown, Pa.—Helen Hayes 
was born Helen Hayes. Brown, in Washington, 
D. C., October 10. She is 5 feet tall, weighs 100 
pounds and has brown hair and blue eyes. _ Cary 
Grant’s birthday is January 18, and he is 6 feet 1 
inch tall, weighs 172 pounds and_has black wavy 
hair and brown eyes. Leslie Howard, born in 
London, England, on April 24, Heeb is 5 feet 10 
inches tall and weighs 145 pounds. 

ANNIE DICHIARA, Sacramento, Calif.; RAY MOR- 
RISGN and MARION TRIGILI, Philadelphia, Pa.; 
CAROLINE WALTZ, Palmyra, _ Pa.; GLORIA 
KOHL, Cincinnati, Ohio; D’ARCY FALLER, 
Carlisle, Pa.; MARY MONTOYA, Long Beach, 
Calif.; WALTER P. LEN; CAROLYN JURIS, 
Wilkes-Barre, Pa.; H. A. REED, Cass Lake, 
Minn.—From the listing above, one, would almost 
think that Pennsylvania had an option on George 
Raft. However, that’s beside the point, and Mr. 
Raft has had such an interesting life, we'd better 
get to it. Born in New York, September 27, of 
French, German and Italian parentage, George at- 
tended public school in that city. When he was 15 
he became a boxer, and as a bantam weight fought 
for two years in the leading clubs of New York 
without particular success. He next tried baseball 
and was signed as_an outfielder on the Springfield 
(Mass.) Eastern League team but was dropped 
after two seasons because his batting average was 
pretty grim. On his return to New York he secured 
employment “‘hoofing’’ at tea dances. Then came 
stock companies followed by musical shows in which 
he danced with Elsie Pilcer. Europe called and 
George became the highest paid American dancer 
ever to thrill Continental audiences, and he _ be- 
came known as one of the world’s fastest dancers. 
On his return to New York, Raft danced in innum- 
erable night clubs and motion picture theatres, 
until he was induced to go to Hollywood to play 
in ‘“‘Quick Millions.’’ The role of the gangster in 
“‘Searface,”’ though, was what brought him _ his 
Paramount contract. He is 5 feet 10 inches tall, 
weighs 155 pounds, has an olive complexion and 
black hair and brown eyes. His hobbies are base- 
ball, dancing and boxing. He is separated from his 
wife and has been going around with Virginia 
Pine for over a year now. Although he does not 
give his age, I would estimate it to be around 30. 
His next picture after ‘“‘The Glass Key’’ will be 
“Every Night at LEight’’ with Alice Faye and 
Frances Langford. You can reach him (and get 
his photograph for 25 cents) at the Paramount 
Studios, Hollywood, Calif. 

A. L. SALYIERS—Shirley Temple’s next picture will 
be “Our Little Girl’’ followed by ‘‘Curly Top.” 
Kent Taylor's most recent opus is ‘‘College Scan- 
dal’’ and Ray Milland is in ‘‘The Glass Key” and 
his next will probably be ‘‘Yhe Last Outpost. 
Kent Taylor was born in Nashua, Iowa, and Dick 
Powell in Mt. View, Ark. 

PEGGY FISH, Newtonville, Mass.; ELLEN F. 
CROWE, New York City; ALMA REISINGER, 
Newark, N. J.; BETTY GRAHAM, San Francisco, 
Calif.; M. J. Detroit, Mich.; VERA BROWNING, 
St. Louis, Mo.; LUCILLE CAMPBELL, Wash., 
Pa.—Robert Taylor, a newcomer, was born in Filley, 
Nebraska, the son of Dr. S. A. Brough, a physician. 
Later the family moved to Beatrice, Neb., where 
the boy was educated in public schools. He at- 
tended college at Doane, Neb., for two years and 
finished his course at Pomona, Cal., where, in addi- 
tion to his outstanding dramatic work, he was a 
star tennis player. During the summer he played 
in_ productions given at the Hollywood Playhouse. 
After signing his studio contract Taylor completed 
the remaining months of his college course and grad- 
uated with a Liberal Arts degree. At the Metro- 
Goldwyn-Mayer Studio he went into training for 
screen work and now that he has begun to get 
good parts, is being groomed for stardom. His 
favorite sports are tennis and horseback riding. He 
plays the cello and the piano, owns a collie dog and 
his hobby is collecting different types and colors in 
sweaters. He owns about fifty of them. His pet 
aversion is black cats, and he is a firm believer in 
hunches. Six feet tall, he weighs 165 pounds and has 
brown hair and blue eyes. He is not married, but 
is pce a demand. ts “Murder in the Fleet’’ 
he wi ye seen in “Broadway M oo ri 
him at the M-G-M Studios, Caen Ce Cult: 
and for 25 cents he’ll send you a photograph. (Note 
to all readers: 25 cents is the price usually asked 
by the stars for their photographs. This is to 
defray mailing costs.) 

HOWARD D. RICHARDSON, Haddon Heights, N. J 
—The part of Louise Beaver’s daughter in dota tas 
tion of Life was played by Freddie Washington, 
a negress. She did a marvelous bit of acting in that 
piece, and certainly deserves a good part in fie 
moore setute although none are scheduled for her 
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Tonight... 


“ARMHOLE 


make this 


ODOR’ TEST 


No matter how carefully you deodorize 


your underarm—if any dampness col- 
lects on the armhole of your dress, you 
will have an unpleasant “armhole odor” 


AILURE TO SCORE a social success 

cannot always be attributed toa lack 
of personality. Often it is due to a con- 
dition that makes even sincere admirers 
turn away. 


No matter how sure you are of your- 
self, make this simple test. Tonight when 
you take off your dress, smell the fabric 
at the armhole. That stale, musty ‘‘arm- 
hole odor” may be an unpleasant surprise. 


Perhaps you thought you were sweet 
and dainty because you were using a 
cream or stick deodorant. But these 
easy-to-use preparations do only half 
the work needed. They deodorize, but 
they are not made to keep that little 
closed-in hollow of your underarm dry. 


No Quick and Easy way! 


4) ste is no quick and easy method to 
prevent ‘‘armhole odor.’’ When you 
deodorize only, moisture still collects on 
the armhole of your dress. And every time 
you put on that dress, the warmth of your 
body will bring out a stale, unpleasant 


perspiration odor. Women who want to be 
sure not to offend have learned always to 
take the extra minutes needed to keep the 
underarm sweet and completely dry-—with 
Liquid Odorono. 


Entirely Safe... 


SES doctor will tell you that closing 
the pores in the small underarm area is 
absolutely harmless. Odorono gently draws 
the pores together and diverts underarm 
perspiration to other parts of your body 
where it quickly evaporates without giv- 
ing offense. 


With Odorono, you are entirely free from 
“armhole odor.’’? You can be really unself- 
conscious—your most charming self. You 
need never again wear hot, bulky dress 
shields or be humiliated by wrinkled blouses 
or stained coat linings. 


Odorono comes in two strengths. Regular 
QOdorono (Ruby Colored) requires only two 
applications a week. Instant Odorono (Col- 
orless) is for especially sensitive skin and for 
quick use. Use it daily or every other day. 

On sale at all toilet goods counters. If 
you want to insure complete daintiness, 
send today for sample vials of the two 
Odoronos and leaflet on complete under- 
arm dryness. 


MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY—with 8¢ 


RUTH MILLER, The Odorono Co., Inc. 
Dept. 8E5, 191 Hudson Street, New York City 
(In Canada, address P. O. Box 2320, Montreal) 


I enclose 8¢ for sample vials of both Instant 
Odorono and Regular Odorono and leaflet on 
complete underarm dryness. 


Name. 


Address. 


Modern Screen’s Movie 


from page 


Name of Picture and Company 


Let 'Em Have It (United Artists) 

Let’s Live Tonight (Columbia) 

Life Begins at Forty (Fox) 

Limehouse Blues (Paramount) 

The Little Colonel (Fox) 

Little Men (Mascot) 

The Little Minister (RKO) 

Lives of a Bengal Lancer (Paramount) 
Living on Velvet (Warners) 

Love in Bloom (Paramount) 

The Man Who .Knew Too Much (G-B) 
The Man Who Reclaimed His Head (Universal) 
Mark of the Vampire (M-G-M) 
Maybe It’s Love (Warners) 
McFadden’s Flats (Paramount) 

Men of Tomorrow (London Films) 

The Mighty Barnum (20th Century) 
Mississippi (Paramount) 

Mr. Dynamite (Universal) 

Murder in the Clouds (First National) 
Murder on a Honeymoon (RKO) 

My Heart is Calling (Gaumont-Brisith) 
My Song for You (Gaumont-British) 
The Mysterious Mr. Wong (Monogram) 
The Mystery of Edwin Drood (Universal) 
Mystery Woman (Fox) 

Naughty Marietta (M-G-M) 

A Night at the Ritz (Warners) 

The Night Is Young (M-G-M) 

Night Life of the Gods (Universal) 

A Notorious Gentleman (Universal) 
The Nut Farm (Monogram) 

One More Spring (Fox) 

The Painted Veil (M-G-M) 

The People’s Enemy (RKO) 

The Perfect Clue (Majestic) 

The President Vanishes (Paramount) 
Princess O’Hara (Universal) 

The Private Life of Don Juan (United Artists) 
Private Worlds (Paramount) 

Reckless (M-G-M) 

Red Hot Tires (First National) 

The Right to Live (Warners) 

Roberta (RKO) 

Romance in Manhattan (RKO) 
Ruggles of Red Gap (Paramount) 
Rumba (Paramount) 

The Scarlet Pimpernel (United Artists) 
The Scoundrel (Hecht-MacArthur-Paramount) 
The Secret Bride (Warners) 

Sequoia (M-G-M) 

Shadow of Doubt (M-G-M) 

A Shot in the Dark (Chesterfield) 

The Silver Streak (RKO) 

Six-Day Bike Rider (Warners) 

Society Doctor (M-G-M) 
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Star of Midnight (M-G-M) 3x | 3x | 3 | 3x | 3k | ak | ak | ak | ak | ak | ae || ak | om 
Sweet Adeline (Warners) 3m | 3m | am | am | 4m | ae | ae | am | ae | ae | ae 3 | ok 
| Sweet Music (Warners) “an | 3x | 3k | au | 4m [me] ae | oa | 4k | ae aw | 4% | ax ! 
Times Square Lady (M-G-M) o~ |2%k| oe lok] Ok Pole (oe leno. | Tea ae 
Transient Lady*(Universal) (ak | ae | 3k | 2k | 2k | ak | ak | om | om | om | me | ok ox | ox | 
Traveling Saleslady (Warners) “on | 2k | Ok [2K] on | 3% | 2x [a%x| 2k | ox | [am | 3m | ox | 
The Triumph of Sherlock Holmes (Gaumont-British) Tee BAS Se Sea Mn Sa ee ie 
Under the Pampas Moon (Fox) Se Sie Ses ae re a eats Ss Ta 
Under Pressure (Fox) ess ase SS tae | ee oe |e go | ke | ae 
| Unfinished Symphony (Gaumont-British) 2 | oe SA S= ae es i Saas 
Vanessa (M-G-M) 3k [Rex | Wek |e Mee| Be [Mk] 3x | ae | au [Mw] ae | oe | aK 
The Wandering Jew (Twickenham) 4k | 4% | 3% | ae [ae [ae [ae [ew [ew fae | | ae | ak | ak 
The Wedding Night (Sam Goldwyn) ak | 4k | 4k | ak | ake | ak | 4k | aw | ake | aw | aw | aw | 4k | ake 
We Live Again (20th Century) SSS ae ere eS ea ere ae 
The Werewolf of London (Universal) Ok |2k| Ik |e al. Tea laa ee) TiS Ss eae. 
West of the Pecos (RKO) 3x |iex| oe | ax | ax | ax | [axl ox lox] | 2x | ax | ax 
West Point of the Air (M-G-M) “3m [Mew| ae |2w| ak | ok | ok | ok | ak | ak | ae | 3k [Ak] aw 
When a Man's a Man (Fox) OY [AS ISAS| SS ll PS eS ies era 
While the Patient Slept (First National) “aw | tk | ae laexlaexlaex| l2%rxlornlixn | | on | oe | on 
The White Cockatoo (Warners) Pao ee a ee eee eee eee ae 
The White Parade (Fox) TAS ee eee es (ea ees a ae 
The Whole Town's Talking (Columbia) 4k | 4m | 4k | ak | 4m [aK] 4m [BH] 4k | ae | ak | ak | 4m | a 
A Wicked Woman (M-G-M) "ax | 3x | se | eax | ax | | ee lex | | axe | | aw | x | ox. 
Wings in the Dark (Paramount) peal os oko oe eS | S| So a a are 
The Winning Ticket (M-G-M) Oe [2%] 3m | 2k | oe [wl 2%Kl%K| Be | ow | sk | Ok [Mee] Oe | 
The Woman in Red (Warners) "ao |e LS Ro eel er re | er ler 
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America’s Finest 15 Cent Cigarette 


69 


for baby 


SHAKER COOKING 


Wonderful new 
Gerber process 
gives Baby 
finer, 


Mig “ fresher-tasting 
Strained Vegetables 


PEN a can of the mew Gerber Strained 

Vegetables! You'll find them brighter 

colored, fresher in flavor than you ever dreamed 
canned vegetables could be. 

They're cooked a new way, developed by 
Gerber after two years of research. Shaker- 
Cooking stirs the foods 140 times a minute, as 
they steam-cook in the sealed cans, It takes 
as little as 15 minutes for thorough heat dis- 
tribution this way. By methods in general use, 
it would take 4 times as long and the food on 
the outet edges would be much overcooked 
and far less appetizing. 

Now, with Shaker-Cooking, every particle 
is evenly cooked, finer-flavored, brighter- 
colored . . . better than ever for Baby. 


Specially Guarded forBaby ime 
-from Crop to Can 

All Gerber Strained Products are = CS 
prepared with extraordinary care ‘ 
for Baby’s own requirements. —?, = 
Vitamins and minerals are pro- = Je 
tected as they can’t bein ordinary 

home preparation. Vegetables are T T 


fresher, richer in vitamins. In Jy oydinary canning 
every process air is excluded tO food nearest heat a 
lessen vitamin loss, Moisture is Gyercoghed before that 
regulated —to save the minerals 7, conypor is sterilized. 
poured off in water. Your baby i 
gets more vitamins and minerals 
than if you cooked and strained bby 
his vegetables at home. You save 


tiring work—have more timefor + e 
Baby. Baby gets the finest vegeta- —> e 
bles the yearround. Unseasoned = € 


for serving as they are. Or serve tT 
slightly seasoned as taste or your 
Gerber Shaker-Cookers 


doctor directs. gsbakir 

stir the food while 

ee FeOE Pe OTIS ae 

r ing time 60% —cookin. 

Vegetable Soup... Spinach — every particle cori 
Green Beans.. Carrots.. Peas 
Prunes... Beets .. . Cereals 
Tomatoes . 4%%-o0z, cans 


Ask Your Doctor =) 


Gerbers |} 


Shaker-Cooked Strained Foods 


MM-8f ~* 


MOTHERS! Send for these helpful books. “‘Baby’s 
Book’’— practical information on daily care of 
baby, by Harriet Davis, R. N. 
‘Mealtime Psychology,” by Lillian 
B. Storms, Ph. D.— widely distrib- 
uted to mothers by physicians for its 
practical suggestions in developing 
normal eating habits. 
GERBER PRODUCTS COMPANY 
FREMONT, MICHIGAN 
(In Canada: Grown and Packed by 
Fine Foods of Canada, Ltd.;Tecum- 
seh, Ont.) 
Check book wanted: 
© “Baby's Book.’’ Enclose 10c 
>) ‘‘Mealtime Psychology.’ FREE 
n (Enclose 10c additional 
aS ws) if you wish picture of 
op) the Gerber Baby, ready 
for framing.) 


Name 
* Address 
City State 
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Keeping Cool 


(Continued from page 50) 


it is a perfect way to dress up a last sum- 
mer’s evening gown with but slight ex- 
pense. 


ALWAYS love to talk to some of the 

younger stars about their clothes. Not 
long ago I had quite a chat with pretty, 
young Rochelle Hudson. And if you think 
Rochelle has namby-pamby fashion the- 
ories, you are wrong. She’s one young 
girl with decided views as to her likes and 
dislikes. She hates ingenue clothes, but 
on the other hand, she doesn’t go in for 
slinky, sophisticated trappings either. 

Here is an idea of what she likes to 
wear best. She loves shirtwaist dresses, 
pajamas (of the tailored, slacks type) and 
she adores anything piqué. She doesn’t 
like bathing suits—and this is amazing 
when you notice what a charming figure 
she has. Light blues, natural color and 
pastels are favorite colors. She prefers 
not to wear white because she thinks it is 
impractical and does nothing for her 
coloring. Rochelle has hazel eyes and 
dark hair, with the sort of skin poets go 
dotty about. 

Rochelle doesn’t like evening gowns 
that have too flaring skirts. She thinks 
they tend to shorten her and give a girly- 
girl look. Her pet evening gown, which 
she dragged out like a fond mother show- 
ing her nicest child, is a soft gray crépe 
made very slender and with a cascade of 
pink ruffles down the back of it. Over 
this goes a pink silk piqué jacket with a 
peplum flare to it. 

“T really don’t like clothes, you know,” 


Rochelle told me as she dragged out one 
attractive costume after another. “I hate 
puffs and ruffles and if I get a dress that 
I really like, I wear it till. it drops off! 
Like this one I have on—truly, it is three 
years old and Mother simply dies every 
time I put it on.” 


HE dress was a simple navy blue affair 

with white vestee. Rochelle said she 
changed it every season with a new vestee 
and cuffs. Actually, though, I think she 
does like clothes very much. Certainly 
her large and attractive wardrobe would 
indicate it—unless, of course, her mother 
makes her dress the part of a smart young 
star. When you think being a young star 
like Rochelle is the only life, just let this 
statement from Rochelle give you pause 
for thought. She had to test ninety- 
seven different costumes for her role in 
“Imitation of Life!” Every one was tried 
on and inspected by the director, who 
can’t tell what a gown will look like in 
a scene merely from seeing the designer’s 
sketch. Finally, only three costumes were 
used, and one of these, which had been 
selected in a Los Angeles store and had 
been returned, had to be bought back 
from a customer who had taken it upon 
its first rejection from the studio. Does 
that sound like a snap existence to you? 
No wonder Rochelle says she doesn't like 
clothes ! 

To get back to this business of being 
cool. If you have leisure time for hot 
days, you can relax in clothes like those 
shown on page 50. 


The Ralph Forbes (she’s Heather Angel, y know) and the Robert 


Youngs at the Beverly-Wilshire. 


Isn't Bob the devoted husband? 


AUREEN O’SULLIVAN relaxes 

in the sun at home. Her rough 
linen dress has a divided skirt and a deep 
backline for sunning. It is pale yellow, 
while her brimmed hat is bright red_ to 
match the woven lacings of her barefoot 
sandals. 

Temperatures soaring outside, hot 
studio lights beating down inside, couldn't 
possibly faze Pat Paterson in her airy 
negligee of satin candy-striped chiffon. It 
is the perfect thing to put on when you 
arrive home both hot and tired. It has 
enough formality to appear as a charming 
dinner costume at home—it is so light and 
sheer that it couldn’t make you feel any- 
thing but cool. The shirred shoulders top- 
ping the full sleeves are a nice detail, as 
is the pleated collar. Pat’s hair tied back 
with a little bow is an attractive way to 
keep your hair off your forehead on a hot 
day. 
All you have to do is to mention Mona 
Barrie’s name to any of the Fox design- 
ers and they are off! They may disagree 
privately as to the length skirts should 
be, or the line of a new sleeve—but when 
it comes to Mona they are unanimous in 
their vote for her chic! I was talking 
only yesterday to Miss Templeton, one of 
the Fox designers who had been abroad 
for three months. She said that Mona 
Barrie is a joy to design for because she 
not only wears clothes well, but she has 
an innate flair for smartness. She added 
that she dresses as smartly in private life 
as she does on the screen. Miss Temple- 
ton, by the way, is the young lady who 
achieved designing fame when she was 
Ann Harding’s private secretary. She 
had designed clothes before going with 
Ann but had not told Ann anything about 
it. And it wasn’t until Ann came upon 
her one day, scribbling sketches on the 
telephone pad as she phoned, that Ann 
discovered she was very clever. From 
that time on, Ann let her design more and 
more of her personal wardrobe until 
finally, she became so good that she started 
off on a career of her own and achieved 
success in a short time. 


UT back to Mona. René Hubert de- 

signed this charming linen jacket cos- 
tume she is wearing on page 50. It shows a 
peasant influence with its contrasting ap- 
pliques on the pockets of both the jacket 
and the dress. Coarse blue and white 
linen are used in clever contrast for both 
the dress and jacket. And her hat is 
felt and the same linen in similar contrast 
effect. Note the barbaric bracelet on 
Mona’s arm. 


Carole, spending all her spare moments 
beside her pool, wears a typically smart 
Lombard costume. Her navy blue and 
white polka dotted shorts are topped by a 
long white linen coat which has revers 
of the print. Her hat is white leghorn 
with a navy band. 

And for a last refreshing fillip to our 
pictures, we offer you Kathleen Burke, 
flowers in her arms, and quite the coolest 
and loveliest looking thing in pale pink 
dotted Swiss. Kathleen uses this as a 
sort of super garden party frock, but it 
would be just the thing for your country 
club parties all summer. Notice that her 
hair is curled high on her head, further 
adding to the summery and very desirable 
cooling effect. 


If you have any fashion questions 
you wish to ask me, just send a 
stamped, 


self-addressed envelope 
with your request. Write to Adelia 
Bird, Mopern Screen, 149 Madison 
Avenue, New York, N. Y. 
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Tus WoRLD looks pretty rosy to this 
little lady. 

She gets Fletcher’s Castoria for a lax- 
ative. And she loves it! It is one laxative 
every child takes willingly! 


And that’s very important! For if a 
youngster hates the taste of a laxative 
and struggles against taking it, her nerves 
are upset by the struggle. And her stom- 
ach may be upset also! 

So pleasant taste is one of the impor- 
tant reasons why Fletcher’s Castoria is 
the right laxative for children... 


Here’s another: [J ~ { 

Fletcher’s Castoria is designed just for 
a child’s system. It contains no strong, 
purging drugs such as some adult laxa- 
tives contain. 

It is safe for delicately-balanced young 
systems. It will never, never cause grip- 


“"’ve only been here 
a few months... but | 
think I’m going to 
like it“ 


ing pain. It is gentle but thorough. And 
it is not habit-forming. 


Whenever your youngster needs a laxa- 
tive—from babyhood until 11 years old— 
turn to Fletcher’s Castoria. Look for the 
signature Chas. H. Fletcher. And save 
money—buy the family-size bottle. 


Ca+ht Veter 


CASTORIA 
The Children’s 


Laxative 


from babyhood to 11 years 


NOTE 
We make it FREE 
from the world’s aes 


finest natural 
products yet it 
costs you less than 


ls 
A GLASS 


That's why 
HIRES ROOT BEER IS 


AMERICA’S FAVORITE 
HOME MADE 


BEVERAGE 
WE pay premium prices for the 


finest roots, herbs, barks and ber- 
ries to make Hires Extract, yet 
you can make 8 glasses of Hires 
Root Beer for 5c. In your own 
kitchen you can make 40 pint 
bottles of delicious, wholesome 
Hires Root Beer from one bot- 
tle of Hires Extract by just 
adding sugar, water, yeast. 
Hires Root Beer is ac- 
cepted by the American 
Medical Association’s 
Committee on Foods 


and approved by 


Good House- 
To avoid keeping 
oil flavored Bureau. 
imitations 


insist on 


FREE—a generous trial bottle 
of Hires Extract—enough to 
make 4 quarts of Hires Root 
Beer—to all who mail the 
coupon, enclosing 3¢ to cover 
postage and handling. 


Please send me free bottle of Hires Extract. I l 
| enclose 3c for postage and packing. M-8 


Canadians should mail coupon to 
The Charles E. Hires Co., Ltd., Toronto 
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No Success as a Playboy 


(Continued from page 33) 


“Ah,” murmured Bill, as he was just 
getting up one afternoon at half past 
three, “this is the life. It’s wonderful! 
Tl never go back to Hollywood.” 

The people—they were grand. They 
knew he was a movie star but it didn’t 
impress them much. They accepted him, 
not because he was famous, but because 
he was a good sport and so obviously 
fitted into their way of living. And a 
luxurious living it was—a quick dip in 
the ocean, a stiff game of tennis, a couple 
of drinks, a wonderful, well-planned din- 
ner and then, as evening settled, the in- 
evitable hunt for romance. And the find- 
ing of same. 

There were no crowds of autograph 
hounds following him wherever he went. 
In just a few weeks, it seemed, he had 
stopped being a movie actor and had be- 
come a playboy. Well, he had earned the 
right to live as he chose. This was real 
living—carefree, leisurely, mad _ living 
Hollywood could go and jump in the lake. 


T was grand for several months. And 
then, at a party one night, he met a boy 
about twenty-four or five whom Bill 
liked very much. They began to talk. 
Bill asked the boy what he did. For an- 
swer he got a look of amazement. “I 


mean,’ Bill explained, “what’s your job.” 
“Job?” “Well, your career, then,” Bill 
amended. 


The boy laughed. “Oh, I haven’t any.” 

“But what do you plan to do?” Bill 
persisted. 

“Why should I plan to do anything?” 


Handsome trio! 


the lad asked, and 
drink, 

Bill thought about that and it was par- 
ticularly amazing in the light of the fact 
that he had been told that this boy, who 
was a real German baron, was practically 
penniless. Yet there he was, at twenty- 
four, without a job or without any plans 
for getting one. 

Bill could not help but think of himself 
at twenty-four, and much younger, play- 
ing in miserable theatres, changing shows 
every week in a stock company, working 
like a dog to earn the right to enjoy life. 
And here was this boy, veritably living off 
the bounty of others, without the faintest 
idea that he owed himself — and the 
world—some obligation. 

Bill strolled out on the beach and 
thought, for the first time since he had 
been on the Riviera, about Hollywood 
and all its hard working people, its peo- 
ple who had pulled themselves up by their 
boot-straps, who very truly were fulfill- 
ing their obligations. 

He went back to the party. No, he 
had sworn he was going to retire. Damn 
it, he had retired! He wouldn’t think 
morbidly. Hollywood could go and jump 
in the lake. 

But during the next few weeks he had 
to face the fact that he was being bored 
by the Riviera. He told himself over 
and over again that he had no desire at all 
to go back to work. All he needed was a 
change of scene and he tried to put out 
of his mind the fact that when he came to 
the Riviera he thought it was the gar- 


called for another 


Frank Shields (tennis champ, now with M-G-M), 
Jean Parker and Robert Taylor, after a game of ping pong. 


den spot of the world and that he should 
never leave it. 

He and a group of his friends decided 
that they would tour the chateau coun- 
try. In a smart French car they began 
the journey through that magic country 
where tradition practically hangs from the 
branches of the trees. 

Bill learned a great deal on that trip. 
He learned what wines wouldn’t travel, 
he learned at just what temperature 
champagne should be, he learned exactly 
what an eight course French meal should 
contain. But he didn’t see the chateaux! 


E ate and drank his way through 

that miraculous country. It was 
really silly, his companions told him, to 
bother with the chateaux when there were 
so many entrancing restaurants and so 
many delightful bars. 


And perhaps it was better that Bill 
didn’t look at the chateaux. They might 
have reminded him of movie sets. And 


they might have reminded him that peo- 
ple had worked to build them, that 
skilled craftsmen had designed and exe- 
cuted the magnificent tables, chairs and 
tapestries they contained. And it might 
have occurred to him that in these palaces 
had lived people who, at one time, had 
done the world’s work. 

Yes, it was better to eat and drink and 
be merry. But Bill couldn’t be merry 
for long. He could not crowd these 
thoughts out of his mind and one morning 
—or afternoon, rather—when one of his 
friends banged on his door and said it 
was time to get up and have a cocktail, 
Bill said he couldn't come along, that he 
had a lot of packing to do and that he 
had to see about getting his ticket on the 
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boat that was to take him home. 

At first, of course, they didn’t believe 
him. And he did not try to make them 
understand that a man who has worked as 
hard as Bill had must keep on working if 
he is to stay alive. He could not tell 
them that this sort of living was all very 
well for a few months’ good time but 
that it could not fill a man’s life, that 1f 
it were made his entire career, madness 
was ahead. It was better to leave these 
things unsaid. Bill knew them now and 
that was enough. 

When they saw he was in earnest about 
returning they gave him a marvelous 
farewell party. It lasted for days and Bill 
was passing the Azores—or some odd 
place like that—when he actually real- 
ized that he was on his way ‘home’ and 
glad of it. 

And that was how Bill Powell became 
a playboy—and then stopped being one to 
return to work. He is glad he made the 
experiment. He is perfectly content now. 
Studio grief? Of course, he has plenty 


of it. Early morning calls? Every day 
when he’s working. Long, hard hours 
under the lights? You bet! And Bill 


complains and grumbles as everybody on 
any job always does. But he had to 
come back. The life of a wealthy,  re- 
tired motion picture actor living on the 
Riviera could never be complete. Bill has 
always been a working man. “And I'll 
always have to be,” he said, “so don’t be 
surprised in the next ten or fifteen years 
when you see an old bearded character 
man doddering before the camera, if he 
looks like me. It will be me. Any job 
gets on your nerves. But any job is 
better—and take it from one who knows— 
than no job at all.” 


I Want To Talk About My Baby 


(Continued from page 32) 


back at him. Imagine a baby laughing 
at five months, three days, and five hours 
old! It’s almost unprecedented. And he 
says, ‘Ma-ma’ and ‘Da-da, too! Of 
course that’s all he can say yet, but he 
says that all day long. Starting at about 
five in the morning... . 

“Oh, of course he wakes us at five in 
the morning. And we love it! It used to 
be that we most often were going to 
sleep at five—whereas we now wake up 
at five. Oh, no! We never argue about 
who’s going in to see if he’s all right. 
We both get up and go in. Why, I 
wouldn’t miss a minute of my baby—not 
those I don’t have to miss. It’s bad 
enough being away from him at the studio 
all day long. When I’m working, I al- 
ways play with him from five to six in 
the morning. Then I have to. get 
dressed and have breakfast, to be at the 
studio by seven-thirty. Then, when I get 
home at five-thirty in the evening, I have 
a half hour more with him before he 
goes to bed. 


HEN I brought him home from 

the hospital, we put him in the 
downstairs nursery which we had fixed 
up for him. But we didn’t like being so 
far away from him, so George and I 
slept downstairs on the couch for a 
while. But that was a bit inconvenient, 
because our things still had to be kept 
upstairs. Now we're having the house 
remodeled so that the nursery can be 
right near us. 

“Wait till I tell you about the room 
we are fixing for him now! It’s a reg- 
ular college boy’s room, only on a small 
scale. I’ve ordered a miniature desk for 


him, with a miniature world globe on it. 
On the wall there will be college pen- 
nants, only scaled down, of course. And 
you know those silly signs that college 
boys always collect and hang on their 
walls. Well, we’re having some of those 
made now, in miniature. One is a ‘Don’t 
Disturb!’ sign. Another says, ‘Men at 
Work.’ You know . . . crazy things like 
that. Everything is going to be exactly 
like a college boy’s room, only in baby 
size even down to the pictures of 
girls that are always pasted around. Only 
I’ve cut out the grown-up girls’ faces, and 
pasted little-girl faces in, instead!” 

Husband George Barnes joined us at 
that moment, and, putting in his two cents, 
worth, said, “Yes, and when he grows 
up, he probably won’t even want to go to 
college!” 

“Tt won't matter. He’s going to do 
and be just what he wants. We're not 
going to run his life for him. We agreed 
on that, didn’t we, George?” 

“Yes, only it would be a shame for him 
to become a plumber or something like 
that, since we gave him a middle name.” 

“Yes,” Joan explained. “He’s not just 
to be Norman Barnes. It’s Norman Scott 
Barnes. I think three names always sound 


so much more important—like George 
Jean Nathan, you know.” 
In case you haven’t heard little 


Norman was named after Norman Foster 
(Claudette Colbert’s ex-husband). Nor- 
man has always been one of Joan’s and 
George’s very best friends. And he is 
their baby’s godfather. 

“George didn’t want the baby to be 
named after himself, because George is 
a Junior, and to have three George Scott 


—I don’t give swimming all the 
credit for my good health. I 
took a high dive into the diet prob- 
lem, too. That’s why Shredded W heat 
is my favorite at breakfast —it helps 
build up lots of quick energy.” 


y y yt 


Every morning millions of healthy out- 
of-door folk dive into crisp, appetizing 
Shredded Wheat and come up feeling 
fit for a hard day’s work or play. 
Shredded Wheat is 100% whole 
wheat. It supplies Nature’s most perfect 
balance of the vital health elements. 
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EN say of her, “Good looking. Good 
company. Nice Girl. But please 
excuse me.” 

Why? 

There is just one reason. She’s careless 
about herself! She has never learned that 
soap and water cannot protect her from 
that ugly odor of underarm perspiration 
which makes people avoid her. 

She has nobody to blame but herself. 
For it’s so easy, these days, to keep the 
underarms fresh, free from odor all day 
long. With Mum! 


It takes just half a minute to use Mum. 
And you can use it any time — before 
dressing or afterwards. Mum is harmless 
to clothing, you know. 


It’s soothing to the skin, too. You can 
use it right after shaving the underarms. 

The daily Mum habit will prevent every 
trace of underarm odor without prevent- 
ing perspiration itself. Get into the habit 
—it pays sociaily. Bristol-Myers, Inc., 
75 West St., New York. 


TAKES THE ODOR OUT 


OF PERSPIRATION Ww 


ore 


ON SANITARY NAPKINS. Make sure that 
you can never offend in this way. Use Mum! 
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Barnes would really be too much 
for any family tree. Besides I think it’s 
a good idea to give a baby a fresh start 
in life by giving him a new name. 

“Even if Norman had been a girl, we 
were only going to give her my name as 
a middle name. The first name would 
have been Georgia. Georgia Joan Barnes.” 

Before the baby was born, Mr. Barnes 
presented his wife with a beautiful bas- 
sinet_ for the baby. On it was a card 
which. read, “To my baby, from your 
baby, for our baby!” Darn clever, these 
cameramen. 

“And I've been getting presents ever 
since,” Joan went on. “Having a baby 
really has other inducements, in addition 
to the baby itself. Look what George 
gave me the day the baby arrived!” 
Proudly she showed me the bracelet she 
was wearing on her arm. 


T was a charm bracelet (a fad which 

has. become quite popular in  Hol- 
lywood). But, instead of having odd 
and incidental “charms hanging on it, the 
charms on this bracelet tell the com- 
plete story of the Blondell-Barnes  ro- 
mance. First, there are two tiny, diamond- 
studded hearts, welded together, that hang 
from the bracelet. Next, there is a minia- 
ture engagement ring. Then a diamond 
wedding circlet. Then a diminutive house. 
And last, but not least, a stork on the 
wing. The whole happy story in a brace- 
let! (Of course, there’s nothing sentimen- 
tal about these two.) 

Then—the latest present—is a set of two 
beautiful bracelets which George had given 
her only that day. ‘Because I’ve been 
such a good girl,” said Joan, beaming. 

“No,” said George, “because you let 
me photograph your new picture.” (It’s 
“Broadway Gondolier,” by the way.) 

“Oh well, it doesn’t matter what for, 
only I think you’re foolish to give me 
presents in between times, when we have 
so many more things to celebrate, now 
that the baby is here. There’s Mother’s 
Day—I can hardly wait for that—and 
Father’s Day, and all the baby’s birthdays, 
besides. It doesn’t seem like enough! 

“Did George tell you about the toy 
train apparatus that he’s building for the 
baby? At least he claims it’s for the baby 

but I have my doubts. It’s laid 
out in the cellar, miles and miles of 
tracks, it seems, and real trestles and 
bridges, and tunnels, and what not. And 
one of the most beautiful engines that 
you have ever seen. The same people who 


built the toy train exhibition at the 
World’s Fair last year, are building ours. 
Of course it’s a bit difficult on my nerves 

. the whistles shrieking and the house 
shaking as the train goes around the 
curves and all that. But the worst thing 
is that George spends half his time in the 
cellar now. I have to yell down the 
drain pipe to get him to come up to 
dinner. 

“Oh, and the play yard! Wait till you 
see it! We're putting in a miniature ten- 
nis court, a small handball court—every- 
thing like a real gymnasium. Of course, 
he won't be able to play those games for 
a little while, though, at the rate he’s go- 
ing, it won’t be long now. 
E haven't taken any movies of 

Normie yet though we take 
snapshots of him every Sunday. They’re 
all pasted into his baby book. And speak- 
ing of books, you have no idea how many 
there are, written on child psychology. 
I’m studying it as thoroughly as I can, 
and read every book I can lay my hands 
OM 560 

“You know, there’s a school at the 
University of Southern California where 
they take children as young as two and 
three years. They don’t teach them any- 
thing, of course, except how to play... 
which is important, in itself. And they 
teach them good sportsmanship, and un- 
selfishness. 

“One of the things they do, for ex- 
ample, is to give a child a toy he likes very 
much, and then, just as he is about to 
start playing with it, the teacher says, 
‘Now dear, why don’t you give that to 
Mary? I’m sure she would like to have 
it. Great idea, I think. When Normie 
gets a little older we may enter him 
there—though I’m trying to _ practise 
some of their methods at home, right 
now.” 

At last I did get a word in edgewise. 
“All these books and modern theories on 
bringing up children, say something about 
not talking baby-talk to children, don't 
they?” 

Joan tried awfully hard to hide a smile. 

I dared to go on. “They say you 
shouldn’t talk baby-talk to babies, or that 
is the first language they'll learn—there- 
by delaying their instruction in proper 
English. You don’t talk baby-talk to your 
baby, do you?” 

Now Joan was really grinning. “Oh, 
you can’t help it, once in a while!” she 
admitted ! 
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(Continued from page 58) 


luck and had to take a job in a restau- 
rant. There, Dorothy Dell, who had been 
her best friend and her roommate in New 
York, discovered her and shortly there- 
after persuaded Paramount that what 
Zee didn’t know about charm just wasn’t 
in the book and that the studio would reap 
a reward if they put her in charge of train- 
ing the younger players to have poise. 
For a year, now, that’s been her job. And 
these are her poise secrets, which she 
passes on to you gladly. 


ALKING naturally and gracefully is 

an art,” she says, ‘and often has to 
be acquired. It is very important in gain- 
ing poise. Here’s the routine that I’ve 
found works best of all. 

“Place shoulder, head, hips and_ heels 
close against the wall. If you start out 
in this position, you cannot help but walk 
gracefully and correctly, as the arms will 
have a natural, easy swing. 

“Then place a basket containing any- 
where from one to three books on your 
head. If-your posture is fair to start with, 
youll need ouly one book. If you stoop 
badly, use three. Now walk across the 
floor ten times, keeping the basket steady 
on top of your head. 

“Correct posture while sitting is impor- 
tant to the amateur as well as to the 
professional dramatic student. If you let 
the hips touch the back of the chair at 
all times, you cannot help but sit properly. 

“You should never cross your legs 
while sitting. The feet should be flat on 
the floor, with one foot slightly extended. 
It may be the right or the left foot, 
depending upon which is the more natural 
position. In this way it is perfectly easy 
to rise from your chair and it is one of 
the little tricks of stage technique which 
all professionals use. Try it. 

“And now for your hands. I have found 
that dancing is the best method of enabl- 
ing you to become unconscious of your 
hands. The best dance for this purpose 
is the Hawaiian dance. Begin by sitting 
on the floor and imitating the hand move- 
ment of the Hawatian dancer. It is the 
old childhood game of ‘Peas Porridge 
Hot, but instead of holding the hands 
stiff when patting the knees and making 
the outward movement, keep your hands 
flexible at the wrist. 

“For the body and the feet, the waltz 
and the two-step, done properly in the 


old-fashioned way, are excellent. You 
may practise this dancing alone, using 


your arms gracefully as you dance, and 
dropping into a little curtsey at the end. 

“But in order to have perfect poise and 
charm you must have complete controt of 
your body and that can be had by doing 
simple exercises. I’m going to give you 
the ones most necessary. Start out grad- 
ually at first and add more and more as 
you go along. 

“Bend from the waist and allow the 
palms of the hands to touch the floor. 
Do not try to do this the first time. Work 
up to it easily and gradually. 

“Place the hands a little below the hips 
and twist the body around from left to 


right in a complete circle. Then from 
right to left. 
“Place the hands on the hips. Bring 


first one knee and then the other up as 
high as possible for ten counts. Then 


repeat, bringing the knees up from the 
side. 
“Place hands on hips and bend backwards 
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The MENNEN 
GUARDSMEN 


eep your BABY SAFER 


THIS NEW WAY—AS HOSPITALS DO 


“ ITHIN the last few years, hospital nurs- 

WW eries have discovered a way to keep 
babies lovelier, happier—and, above all, safer. 
Of course, you want your precious darling to 
be just as safe at home as during the first days 
of his existence in the hospital. So, mother, 
do as hospitals do: use Mennen Antiseptic Oil 
all over baby’s body, every day; and, later, 
when baby becomes older, use Mennen Anti- 
septic Borated Powder. 


“Then, you will be following the modern 
scientific method of protecting and caring for 
the baby’s skin. 


“More than halt of all the hospitals impor- 
tant in maternity work now give their babies 
a complete body-rub, from head to foot, at 
least once a day with Mennen Antiseptic Oil. 
These hospitals have proved that it gives baby 
a lovelier, smoother, healthier skin—and that 


Constant research under 
the personal direction of 
W. G. Mennen steadily 
adds to your baby’s safety. 


it keeps baby safer—‘bathed 1n protection’ — 
guarded against many infections. Thousands 
and thousands of doctors recommend it, ad- 
vising that the daily oil-rubs be continued 
during at least baby’s diaper age. So, mother, 
follow this recommendation for your darling’s 
greater safety. 


“Then, when you gradually discontinue the 
daily antiseptic oil-rubs, dust baby’s body with 
the baby powder—Mennen Antiseptic Borated 
Powder. It’s a superfine baby powder—pre- 
vents chafing—makes the skin satiny smooth— 
temptingly lovely—and, in addition, it’s an- 
teseprec. It continues to protect the skin against 
germs—as does the oil. 


“Now—try these safeguards—at my ex- 
pense—free. For your baby’s greater safety 


and happiness, send me the coupon below.’ 


W. 9. Monn 


THE MENNEN CO., Dept. M-8 


345 Central Ave., Newark, N. J. 


Send me free trial sizes of Mennen Antiseptic Oil 
and Mennen Antiseptic Borated Powder. Also Baby 
Charc—about the modern care of baby’s skin. 


(Print Plainly.) 
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ten times. Then forward ten times. 

“Stretch the hands downward as far as 
possible, touching the right hand to the 
left toe and vice versa. 

“Lie flat on the floor and kick the legs 
up one at a time. Now lie flat on the 
stomach and kick backward over your 
head ten times. 


IE flat on your back and brace the hips 
with the hands and elbows, keeping 
the legs straight. Bend knees and start 
into a bicycle exercise moving faster and 
faster. 

“Lie on the left side and kick upwards 
with the right leg. Alternate. 

“Place hands on back of chair, turning 
sideways. Kick outward with the leg as 
far as possible. Alternate. 

“Now run around the room three or 
four times in the manner of a professional 
sprinter with the arms and legs moving 
violently. This gives a natural swing to 
the body. 

“These exercises should be taken for an 
hour each day, preferably before eleven 
A. M. And when you have complete con- 
trol of your body, you will not need to 
envy anyone poise and grace. 
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“But, above all, remember always to be 
yourself. Don’t try to imitate anyone else, 
no matter how attractive that person is. 
Capitalize on your good qualities and try 
to correct the bad, but don’t lose your 
own personality. After all, it is that 
quality which in the long run constitutes 
charm.” 

Well, there you are! I think that is 
grand and most practical advice from Zee 
Silvenia. Certainly, she answers all the 
questions you raised this month. But if 
there are any more just step right up and 
ask them. Address your letters to Kath- 
erine Albert, Mopern Screen’s Dramatic 
School, 149 Madison Ave., New York, 
N. Y., and don’t forget that self-addressed, 
stamped envelope for reply. Otherwise I 
can’t answer you. 

And now how about forming a dramatic 
club of your own? All you need to do is 
follow instructions given on the coupon be- 
low. The folks who have really begun 
their clubs tell me they’re having more 
fun than they ever thought possible. Write 
and tell me how your club is getting along. 
And don’t hesitate to ask me anything that 
will help you to gain a thorough knowl- 
edge of dramatic art! 


Do you want to organize a dramatic club in your own community? 
Katherine Albert, the director of MODERN SCREEN’S Dramatic 
School, has prepared complete, detailed instructions about organ- 
izing such a club. Here is an opportunity to have a lot of fun 
and to do something really worth while. Fill in the information 
asked for below (please type or print plainly) and send it, with a 
stamped, addressed return envelope, to Katherine Albert, MODERN 
SCREEN Dramatic School, 149 Madison Avenue, New York, N. Y. 


Please send me your instructions for organizing a dramatic club. 


Beauty Advice 


(Continued from page 17) 


an extravagant number of them. Here’s a 
list of the minimum traveling essentials: 
Toothbrush, dentifrice, brush and comb, 
deodorant (both liquid and cream), de- 
pilatory, hand lotion, small manicure kit 
(the ten cent store comes in very handy 
there), soap, cleansing cream, a good lu- 
bricating or nourishing cream, plenty of 
tissues and cotton squares, a skin fresh- 
ener, talcum powder, face powder, a loose 
powder compact with rouge and lipstick, 
extra lipstick and rouge (both cream and 
dry), for compacts have a way of slipping 
out of hand, an eyewash, and your glam- 
orous eye make-up aids tucked safely away 
as aids to conquests when you arrive. Cre- 
tonne bags that are lined with rubber are 
nice for the washrag and soap, and the 
breakable bottled cosmetics. Tubes, jars 
with covers tightly screwed on, and leak- 
proof bottles are essential. I once made 
an attractive kit out of a candy box that 
was made to look like a book (you know 
the kind), and there were certainly a lot 
of make-up plots concocted out of it that 
summer. Use your ingenuity! 


iB you're going to the seaside, there are 
other important accessories you'll need 
besides the ones I’ve mentioned. You'll 
want a big, roomy, waterproof beach bag 
for your towels, your sun oil, and so forth. 
You can make one yourself, but they’re 
very inexpensive to buy. The thing to re- 
member about your beach pursuits is that 
an ounce of sunburn and freckle preven- 
tion is worth a pound of cure, and two 
pounds of bemoaning to the mirror, “Oh, 
I’m a wreck. Look at me!” You will 
need a plentiful supply of protective oil, 
and for those more dressy occasions on 
the beach when you don’t want to shine 
with oil, a good foundation cream, and 
plenty of powder in a darker shade than 
you generally use. Soapless oil shampoos 
are slick about keeping your hair from 
getting as dry as the back of the brush. 
Carole Lombard told me that they’re fay- 
orites out in Hollywood. Frequent hot oil 
treatments are also advisable. 

You'll want to give your toes the same 
attention you do your fingers since they’ll 
be so conspicuous in beach shoes or eve- 
ning sandals. Get out your manicure kit, 
and use manicure scissors for trimming 
the nails, emery board for smoothing the 
edges, and cake polish or toilet pumice 
stone to remove any nail ridges. Then 
apply liquid polish to harmonize with your 
fingers. However, it is well to avoid bright 
shades if your feet can’t stand too close 
beauty inspection. 

There are two things that I think most 
vacationers are inclined to. neglect—the 
eyes and the feet. If your. feet suffer, your 
face will suffer. Here’s the most refresh- 
ing treatment I know of for feet that are 
worn out from sightseeing, but must go 
“on with the dance” in the evening. Stop 
by the corner drugstore and get some Ep- 
som salts, and soak your feet in warm 
water in which you have dissolved a gen- 
erous amount of the salts. Then wring 
out a small hand towel in cold water, wrap 
it around the feet, and then’ pass a “piece 
of ice briskly over the feet until they 
tingle. Dry your feet, dust them with foot 
powder, and lie flat on the bed for five 
minutes, placing the pillow under your 
pedal extremities. This is a routine simi- 
lar to that followed by the clever Ginger 
Rogers. You may not be able to dance 
like Ginger after this treatment, but you 
will feel like dancing the whole night 
through. 
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JEAN PARKER 


Brownette with blue in M-G-M’s 
eyes and fair skin “Nurderin the 
... her color harmony Fleet” 


is Max  Factor’s 
Rachelle Powder, 
Blondeen Rouge, 
Vermilion Lipstick. 


Brunette with hazel 
eyes, creamy skin... 
her color harmony is 
Max Factor’s Brun- 
ette Powder, Car- 
mine Rouge, and 
Carmine Lipstick. 


IST ASSESSES ALLIES LE eas 


isi) 


Three M-G-M Stars ; 
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Make-Up 


SECRET 
for lDeiiettes 


You can double your beauty if you adopt 
. the make-up of Hollywood stars 


IER OSES ISAS SHAD SERS 


OOK in your mirror...note that it is color that 
gives life to your beauty. Think, then, how vitally 
important color is to your make-up. So, to really create 
enchanting beauty, colors in face powder, rouge and 
lipstick must be perfect. 


In Hollywood, Max Factor, genius of make-up, proved 
this ...and originated color harmony make-up for the 
screen stars and for you. Having famous stars as living 


ELIZABETH 


models, he created original shades in face powder, rouge and lip- 
stick... harmonized color-tones to emphasize the individuality ALLAN 
of each type of blonde, brunette, brownette and redhead. in M-G-M’s 

In your very own mirror, you can see what wonders this new } empires of 
kind of make-up will do. The face powder creates a satin-smooth raeUe 
make-up that clings for hours ...the rouge imparts a natural blush Light Brunette with 


of color to your cheeks... the lipstick brings out the alluring 
color appeal of the lips. All are in perfect color harmony to 
accent to the utmost the appealing charm of your personality, 


blue-gray eyes and 
olive skin...her color 
harmony is Max 
Factor’s Olive Pow- 
der, Carmine Rouge, 
Carmine Lipstick. 


O make this beauty secret of Hollywood’s stars yours, too... 

share the luxury of Color Harmony Make-Up now available 
at nominal prices. Max Factor’s Face Powder, one dollar; Max 
Factor’s Rouge, fifty cents; Max Factor’s Super-Indelible Lipstick, 
one dollar; featured by all leading stores. 
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SOCIETY MAKE-UP: Face Powder, Rouge, Lipstick In Color Harmony 


= 
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¥ Mail for POWDER, ROUGE AND LIPSTICK IN YOUR COLOR HARMONY 


MAX FACTOR, Max Factor's Make-Up Studio, Hollywood: COMPLEXIONS 


Send Purse-S 


ize Box of Powder and Rouge Sampler in my color harmony shade; Qe 
also Lipstick Color Sampler) four shades. I enclose ten cents for postage Gy : 
and handling. Also send Fair—_—_ _O} Gray___O} Light __ 


me my Color Harmony Make-Up Chart and 48-page 
$ Illustrated Instruction book, “The New Art of Society Make-Up”... FREE, 
24-8-92 


DB] Gren__OO 


If Hair is Gray, check 
$< STATE pe above and here_O 
OOO PPHHOH HHO 7HOSH99O ODO HOH OHS OOS9ODOH000 000088 OH SOO O989908000088000000 
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SUMMER EYE-OPENERS 


PropaBLy your face is a picture in your 
mirror at home—but how does it look on 
the beach in the sun? You have only to look 
at your friends to know! You can’t trust 
nature unadorned! Sunlight makes eyes, es- 
pecially, look pale, small and “squinched 
up.” But that’s easy to remedy! Slip your 
eyelashes into KURLASHI (It costs only $1.) 
A few seconds’ pressure curls them into 
lovely fringed eye frames which catch en- 
trancing shadows making eyes look far larger 
and brighter. : 


So much color and sparkle in the sunlight! 
What can you do to keep your eyes from 
looking faded and “washed out” in con- 
trast? This: apply a tiny bit of green or 
blue SHADETTE ($1) on the upper lids to 
reflect the colors of the landscape! So subtly, 
it restores the lovely color, depth, size of 
your eyes! 


Beauty on the beach is simply the art of 
looking natural. Certainly eyelashes that 
disappear in the sun must be darkened! 
Liquid LASHTINT (it’s waterproof) does the 
trick so convincingly! Use it more heavily 
in the evening. Black—brown—or blue. $1. 


Kwrlasle 


Jane Heath will gladly give you personal advice on eve 
beauty if you write her a note care of Dept. G-8, The 
Kurlash Company, Rochester, N. Y., or at The Kurlash 
Company of Canada, Toronto, 3. 
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| a mention 


| about the eyes, “Lovely Eyes.” 


| poor. 
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ERE’S a grand treatment for your 
eyes, especially after coming in from 

the beach or after a drive against the 
sun. Pat a good nourishing eye cream on 
the eyelids or around the eyes. Then 
take two small pads of absorbent cotton, 
soak them in hot water, and lay them light- 
ly over your eyes until they cool. Remove 
the pads, pat on a bit more cream, and 
again apply the pads which have been once 
more saturated in hot water. Lie back in 
a comfortable chair or on a couch during 
the cooling process, and relax so that you 
feel as limp as ZaSu Pitt’s hands look. 
Finish off with a generous splashing of the 
eyes with cold water. Your eyes will 
sparkle as happily as your feet will dance 
that night. 
Because we started out this article with 

s of “glamorous” vacations, we're 
going to make you a glamorous offer. Free 
for the asking is a special booklet all 
It tells 
you simply everything you've ever wanted 
to know about eye make-up. Learn the 
tricks of eye allure, and then maybe “over 


somebody else’s shoulder, he’ll fall in love 
with you” at the dance. Just fill out the 
coupon and send it in. And remember 
we're always eager to help you with your 
beauty problems. Send a_ self-addressed 
stamped envelope to Mary Biddle, MoperNn 
ReREEN: 149 Madison Avenue, New York, 
Ye Wo 


Mary Biddle 
MODERN SCREEN 
149 Madison Avenue 
New York, N. Y. 


Kindly send me the “Lovely Eyes” 
booklet. 


Three Score Years and Ten 


(Continued from page 39) 


wonders why they didn’t show that scene 
in the picture “Cavalcade.” 

Such are the memories of C. Aubrey 
Smith, and perhaps it is having lived in 
such an age that gives him, today, that fine 


old-world gallantry, that soldierly bear- 
ing, that substantial grip on life. For he 


lived in a time when the world knew dig- 
nity and decorum, when men were brave 
men or cowards, when women were good 
or bad. 

And so the small C. Aubrey went to 


| school at Charter House in London and, 


later, to Cambridge. And he was famil- 
iar with his father’s surgery, to which 
came, as to an altar of healing, the lame, 
the halt and the blind, the rich and the 
To the kindly doctor in his old- 
fashioned surgery they came, bringing 
their bruised bcdies and their bruised 
hearts, sure of help and healing. And the 
tall young C. Aubrey watched and listened 
and decided that he could never become a 
doctor—pain was too painful. 

Today, he will pause to care for a bird 
if he finds one wounded. He gives of his 
time, his purse, his heart to all who come 
to him for aid. He never leaves his house 
in the morning that he does not stop to 
feed with his own hand his birds and cats 
and dogs. 


ND this seems as good a place as 
any to tell you about a very poignant 
experience I had in connection with C. 
Aubrey Smith. The day after I’d lunched 
with him in his dressing-room on the 
M-G-M lot I was in the studio again and 
was told that his valet was very anxious 
to see me. He did see me. His face was 
eager. We went into an empty office on 
the lot and he sat on the edge of his 
chair, a German, his heart in his eyes, and 
said: “Please, Madam, I wanted to tell 
you how wonderful he is. People don’t 
know. I was there, in the next room, 
while you were interviewing him yester- 
day. I knew that he wasn’t really talking 
about himself.. He never does. He can't. 
“He is a very great gentleman, a real 
gentleman. I have worked for other peo- 
ple, picture people, too, who pretend to 
be ladies and gentlemen, but Mr. and Mrs. 
Smith really are. I wish you could know, 
I wish the world could know, how kind 
they are. When I had influenza last win- 
ter I would wake up out of a fever three 
or four times a night and find Mr. Smith 


bending over me, rubbing my chest and 
back. And he was working at the time, 
too. He is so kind—and kindness to a 
servant in your house is the truest kind- 
ness of all. Believe me, Madam, I know. 
I am not married myself, but I often pray 
to my God that if ever I am, my marriage 
may be like Mr. and Mrs. Smith’s. I have 
been with them for four years and I have 
never heard one word in that house that 
wasn't kind and affectionate. And she 
always must know when we leave the 
studio, so that she may have his Scotch 
and soda for him by the open fire. She is 
a real wife and he is a real husband. I 
hope you will forgive me, Madam, and I 
hope he will, but I had to tell you, so that 
you could tell the world what a great gen- 
tleman he is.” 

And I do want to tell the world. I 
also want to add that my eyes were pretty 
dim when this earnest young German 
left me, after paying his nervous, secret, 
painfully sincere tribute to an English 
gentleman. 


ANY so, as a young lad in his father’s 
tk surgery, C. Aubrey knew that he 
could never endure the sight of constant 
pain. But he also knew that he would like 
to minister in some way to the human 
race, so badly in need of being ministered 
to. And somehow, curiously, the thought 
of the theatre came to him, there in that 
non-theatrical family atmosphere. He 
doesn’t, today, know how or why the idea 
came to him. Certainly he does not think 
of it as a “mission in life.’ He is far too 
typically and reticently British for any- 
thing so florid. 

While at Cambridge he became a cricket 
champion and, later, toured South Africa 
and Australia with his championship team. 
And with the tenacity of the man, which 
shows in every deeply graven line on that 
fine face, he still plays cricket, here in Hol- 
lywood, at the age of seventy-two. He 
not only plays himself but he has organ- 
ized teams and clubs, conditioned and 
reconditioned cricket fields so that Boris 
Karloff (a friend of his) and Clive 
Brook and other Englishmen may still 
know spots “that are forever England.” 

Also while in Cambridge he went in 
extensively for amateur theatricals and 
became a member of the Brighton Green- 
room Club. It was to this club that a 
London manager came one day in the 


year 1892 and, as C. Aubrey quaintly 
phrases it, “invited me to go on the stage.” 
He said: “One of my most vivid recol- 
lections is of the night in my father’s 
surgery when I told him I had accepted 
that invitation. There was the silence of 
death in the room where, so often, my 
father had pronounced sentence of death. 
And now I was pronouncing it, the death 
of tradition, of all the things the crusad- 
ing, doctoring Smiths had stood for. I 
still recall vividly my father’s set face, my 
mother’s shocked eyes, and hear, as though 
it were yesterday, her voice cry out trem- 
ulously, ‘But, my boy, what will your sis- 
ters do?’ The mere thought of two young 
Victorian maidens having to acknowledge 
a brother on the stage threatened dire dis- 
grace. But life moves in a mysterious 
way,” laughed C. Aubrey, “because my 
sisters preceded me on the stage, both of 
them! At any rate, my parents were, per- 
force, reconciled to this eccentric exodus 
of all their children, and I lived to see the 
day when my father sat in a theatre stall, 
applauding me and enjoying it hugely.” 
Most of the great plays of the past gen- 
eration have carried the name of C. Aubrey 
Smith on their programs. He used, he 
says with a quizzical smile, to play the part 
of “the strong, silent man” a great deal. 
There were such immortal works as 
“Bootles’ Baby,” “The Prisoner of Zen- 
da,” “Lady Windemere’s Fan,” “The No- 
torious Mrs. Ebbesmith,” “The Second 
Mrs. Tanqueray,” “The Light That 
Failed,” “Alice Sit By the Fire,” with 
Ellen Terry; “Legend of Leonora,” with 


Maude Adams; “Morals of Marcus,” 
“Hamlet,” “The Runaway,” with Billie 
Burke; “The Lie’—plays which cover 


half a century and call the roll of the most 
glamorous names in the theatre world. 

He first came to “The States’ in 1895 
with Sir John Hare in “The Notorious 
Mrs. Ebbesmith.” Then again in 1904 
with Forbes-Roberton, playing the 
Ghost in “Hamlet” and Torpenhow in 
“The Light That Failed.’ He loved Bos- 
ton in those early days, but was homesick 
in New York. He made his first picture 
in England in 1915, starring in “Builder 
of Bridges.” Then, after several other 
English talkies, he came to Hollywood 
in 1930, under contract to M-G-M, where 
he repeated his stage role in Marion Da- 
vies’ picturization of the play, “The Bach- 
elor Father.’ And he has been here ever 
since, free-lancing and moving his make- 
up box from one studio to another. 


Jan Kiepura, of “Be Mine To- 
night,” will thrill you again 
with his delightful singing in 
“My Song for You.” Aileen 
Marson is with him in this 
Gaumont-British production. 
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TAKE YOUR MIND 


OFF YOU 


Any Face Powder | 


R NOSE! 


Stop 
MAKING UP 
IN PUBLIC 


Ls 


s 


MEN DETEST 
THE INTRUSIVE 
POWDER PUFF 


THAT NEEDS REPLACEMENT IN LESS THAN 


4 HOURS ISN’T WORTHY OF 


2» Lady Cather 


T get over ten thousand letters 
a week. Among them are not a 
few from men. And most of 


THE NAME! 


being that it clings! By actual 
timing under all conditions it 
clings perfectly for at least 


them have the same thing to 
say—or rather, the same kick to make. 

It’s this nefarious habit women have of 
constantly daubing at their noses in public 
and in private. 

In a radio talk a few weeks ago, I said I 
wondered what young men think when a per- 
fectly lovely girl takes out her powder puff 
and starts to dab at her face and here is the 
letter that answers my question from a young 
man of Detroit, Michigan, who signs himself 
simply ““Dave.”’ 

“Dear Lady Esther: Your radio talk last 
night hit the nail squarely on the head. I 
know many of us would like to voice our 
opinion but can’t. I hope you will repeat 
your message to the women of the world so 
often that not one will miss hearing you. 
What can be worse than seeing a woman 
using her make-up box in public, on the 
street, in the stores, at the table where she 
dines. Please, Lady Esther, I hope you will 
be the means of putting a stop to this.” 


Shiny Nose, No Longer a Bugaboo 


There is no question that it is annoying, if 
not a wee bit disgusting, to see a woman 
constantly peeking into her mirror or daub- 

ing at her nose. it suggests artificiality! 
But to be perfectly fair to women there 
was a time when they were justified in 
worrying about their noses. The only face | 
powder they could get did not cling or | 
hold. It was no sooner put on than it was_ | 
whisked off, leaving the nose to shine | 
before the whole world. 

But when I brought out Lady Esther 
Face Powder, I ended the bugaboo of 
shiny nose. Lady Esther Face Powder is 
distinctive for many things, not the least | 


| Address ase = 


four hours, not needing re- 
placement once in that time. Yet, as adhering 
as it is, it does not clog the pores. It goes 
onto the skin, but not into it. 

In other words, while this face powder 
forms a veil of delicate beauty over the skin, 
it lets the skin breathe. This not only per- 
mits the skin to function, which is essential 
to true beauty, but it also helps keep the 

owder intact. This is one reason vitiy; Lady 
sther Face Powder does not cake or streak 
on the face. 


All5 Shades FREE 


You may have tried all kinds of face pow- 
ders, but none like Lady Esther. None so soft 
and smooth. None so adhering. None so 
flattering. But I don’t expect you to accept 
my word for this. I expect you to prove it to 
yourself at my expense! So I say: Accept a 
generous supply of all the five shades in 
which I make Eady Esther Face Powder. Let 
your mirror prove which one is the most be- 
coming to you. Let your clock prove to you 
that this powder stays on for four hours or 
longer and still looks fresh. Mail coupon 
today. Lady Esther, Evanston, Ill. 


Copyrighted by Lady Esther, 1935 


n You can paste this on a penny postcard) (15) 
LADY ESTHER 


2010 Ridge Avenue, Evanston, Il. ~ 


Please send me by return mail a trial 
supply of all five shades of Lady Esther 
Face Powder. 


Name. 


Cit State. 
(If you live in Canada, write Lady Esther, Toronto, Ont.) 


NEW KIND OF 


dry rouge 


STAYS ON ALL DAY 


..-.or all night! 
Savage Rouge, as your 
sense of touch will 
tell you, isagreatdeal 
finer in texture and 
softer than ordinary 
rouge. Its particles being so infinitely fine, ad- 
here closely to the skin. In fact, Savage Rouge, 
for this reason, clings so insistently, it seems 
to become a part of the skin itself. . . refusing 
to yield, even to the savage caresses its tempt- 
ing smoothness and pulse-quickening color 
so easily invite. Try it. You'll see the differ- 
ence instantly! Four lovely shades. 

TANGERINE * FLAME * NATURAL ° 


20c «© at all 10 cent stores 


BLUSH 


DRY ROUGE 


REMOVES HAIR 


XBAZ \N 


SIMPLY APPLY — WASH OFF 
FRENCH FORMULA 


ose 0% "use 10% 


DRUG - > DEPT, STORES « + TEN CENT STORES 


SAFELY - QUICKLY - SURELY 


DISFIGURING 
SKIN OUTBREAKS 


4 Helped Remarkably By New 

« SCIENTIFIC 
~\ TREATMENT Y 
= 


OT a mere cosmetic! Hydrosal 

is a scientific skin treatment, 
successfully used by doctors and 
hospitals for over 20 years. Here now 
is real relief from the itching, burn- 
ing irritation of rashes, eczema, ring- 
worm, pimples and similar skin out- 
breaks. Almost instantly you can feel it 
soothe and cool the tender, inflamed skin. Its 
astringent action refines the coarsened skin tis- 
sues. Promotes healingin burns and hurts, too. 
At all druggists in Liquid and Ointment 
+ forms; 30c and 60c. The Hydrosal Company, 
Cincinnati, Ohio. 


Hydrosal 
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Susie Tracy snaps her Daddy 

on the M-G-M lot. Spencer is 

doing “The Murder Man” with 
Virginia Bruce. 


TREASURE-TROVE of memory, 

this long, long road the mem- 
ory of Ellen Terry who never could learn 
lines ... “none of the Terrys could learn 
lines,” said Mr. Smith, with a tender rem- 
iniscent chuckle. “I recall so well when 
we were rehearsing Sir James Barrie’s 
play, ‘Alice Sit By the Fire.” We re- 
hearsed, in those days, from six to eight 
weeks before we began to be ready. It 
was winter, I remember, an English win- 
ter, raw and cold, and Sir James would sit 
in front of the house, wrapped to the ears 
in a great coat and shivering, less from 
cold than from Ellen’s inability to learn 
her lines. She had a habit of not taking 
her cues and then, of course, she would 
improvise a bit and go on. Ah, she was 
delightful, a delightful woman and 
a very great artist. At last, toward the 
end of those rehearsals, she went out to 
Sir James one day and asked him if he 
objected to her changing one of his cue 
lines. Then, for the first and only time 
during all those weeks did he utter one 
word. He said: ‘I don’t care what you 
say, Madam, but for God’s sake say some- 
thing !’ 

“And there was the kindness of Ber- 
nard Shaw who, of his own volition, cut 
one of his own plays to fit a program I 
was producing. We were giving a play 
called ‘Instinct.’ He came to see us, was 
impressed by ‘Instinct, realized that we 
had to cut somewhere to fit our time and 
suggested that he cut his own play for us, 
which he did. An unusual thing for an 
author to do, so willingly, so graciously. 
Great artists of all kinds,” said C. Aubrey, 

“are usually temperamental, but they are 
invariably kind.” } 

He remembers Maude Adams when they 
played together in “The Legend of Leo- 
nora,’ by Sir James Barrie, in 1912. “An 
obstinate little creature, she was,” smiled 
C. Aubrey; “something of the schoolmarm 
about her. She always handed her cast 
little slips of paper with suggestions for 
the changing of a line, exactly like a 
schoolmarm handing out correction slips.” 
And I gathered that Mr. Smith feels. that 
the mystery of Maude Adams and her re- 
tirement is no real mystery at all, simply 
that with the passing of Charles Frohman 
passed, too, Maude Adams, the Trilby to 
that kind Svengali. 


HEY say in Hollywood that the peak 

of a star’s career is five years. How 

do you account for—for you?” I asked this 
grand gentleman. 

G Aubrey smiled that deep and tolerant 


smile of his. He said: “Luck has a lot 
to do with it. Sheer luck. I have always 
regarded my part of Torpenhow in ‘The 
Light That Failed’ as the most important 
single event in my career. And that was 
absolutely luck. I happened to be in a 
railway station in London one evening, on 


my way home after a game of golf. Sir 
Henry Forbes-Robertson and his wife 
were on the other side of the station, also 


returning home after golf. He was in the 
midst of casting for ‘The Light That 
Failed” He hadn’t thought of me. His 
eye happened to light on me, across the 
tracks, and he called to me to come and 
see him. I did. And got the part. I was 
lucky. 

“Luck and the love of what you are 
doing, these are the two things which make 
for a long career. And to be kind to 
those about you—grateful for favors re- 
ceived, earnest about your own part in 
things, so that people will want you about, 
will think about you warmly. 

“T came to Hollywood and I have stayed 
here because it seemed to be good business 
to do so. I am not able to give the full- 
bodied characters I would like to give, but 
I enjoy what I do and I can always hope, 
of course. 


E are building our new home here, 
my wife and I, and we are taking 
great pride and pleasure in all of the de- 
tails. We have many friends and we read 
and play bridge, and there is cricket... 
We had our home for many years in West 
Drayton, outside of London, in the vicin- 
ity of the fine old home of Oliver Crom- 
well. Our daughter grew up there. Our 
lives were rooted there and our memories 
live there. Then they tore down Crom- 
well’s fine old lichened house and built hid- 
eous, semi-detached villas where a monu- 
ment should have been. The gas station 
came in—the machine age, which is so con- 
venient and so charmless—and our daugh- 
ter married and a cycle had passed. The 
old life was gone and a new life is to be 
made over here. We are building our new 
home in Cold Water Canyon here in Bev- 
erly Hills, on the gentle crest of a hill be- 
cause the sun sets so magnificently there—” 

“The sun sets magnificently—” 

As I shook hands with this grand old- 
young man of seventy-two, with the rak- 
ing nose and the piercing gray eyes and 
the richly beautiful voice, as I wished him 
“bon voyage” on his trip to England, to 


be present at the birth of his grandchild, 
I felt my throat contract a little ... 
sun sets magnificently .. . 


“The 


” 


Edward G. Robinson, Prince 
Bernadotte, Frank Morgan and 
Jean Hersholt said, ‘Down the 


hatch.” 


Women Can Be 
Loyal 


(Continued from page 40) 


“You must have some ambition—” 

“What good would ambition do me?” 
The girl waved crudely manicured hands 
toward the tiny garage, the only living 
quarters on the two and a half acres. 

“You can work!” Ann said. 

“T work here.” 

“Listen!” Ann grew impatient. ‘‘Let’s 
sit down. Do you know who I am?” 

The girl shook her head in negation. 

“Well, I'm Ann Dvorak. I work in 
motion pictures. How would you like to 
work in pictures?” 

The girl smiled. A slow smile. One 
which said, much more plainly than 
any words, “Don’t be ridiculous !” 

“Tm serious. I mean it. You are very 
much more beautiful than I am. You 
should have your chance. “You just can’t 
stay here the rest of your life. You can’t! 
I can’t let you. Now, if you'll agree to 
my proposition I’ll help you—” 

And that proposition was not easy. It 
was made more than a year ago. Today— 

“You must do exactly as I tell you,” 
Ann ordered. “To take a beautiful girl 
into Hollywood is a grave responsibility. 
I shall probably be sorry I did it. Holly- 
wood is no worse than any big city, but 
it would be a grave responsibility for me 
to take a beautiful young thing like you 
into any big city. If I do it, you must be 
responsible to me. You must tell me every 
little thing that happens to you. You must 
remember what you owe me—not because 
of me but because of you. You will have 
to work and work hard. You will have 
to learn everything there is to know—how 
to wear clothes, take care of your hands, 
your hair, your face—and, above all, your- 
self. And you will have to let me show 
you. I don’t know exactly why I’m doing 
this, but I just can’t see anyone as lovely 
as you spend the rest of her life here.” 


ND that is how Helene McAdoo be- 
came the “stand-in,” or double, for 
Ann Dvorak. 

I suppose one would expect the next 
sentence to say: “And now she’s an ac- 
tress. She’s a starlet. She’s proven her- 
self to be a dramatic genius—” 

But she isn’t. And that’s what makes 
this story worth telling. At least, to me. 
She’s still Ann Dvorak’s double! Many, 
many people on the Warner Brothers lot 
will point her out to you as the most beau- 
tiful girl among them. They’ll say, “Isn’t 
it a shame they keep her being a double? 
She’s prettier than any star in the busi- 
ness.” — 

She began by dressing with Ann in 
Ann’s lovely star dressing-room. Ann 
spent weeks teaching her how to put on 
make-up. Then she went to lines. “Now, 
Helene, although it will probably be a 
long time before you speak a line in a pic- 
ture, you might as well begin to learn them 
now. I want you to take a script home 
and learn every word of my part. Then, 
whiie we are here in the dressing-room, 
together, you can say it for me.” 

Then there were the lessons upon con- 
duct. For long months Ann drove the girl 
to the studio and took her home each eve- 
ning. Helene’s father, a retired army 
man, did not want his daughter in motion 
pictures. He had not wanted her to have 
dates with boys or take a position in the 
city. He knew the dangers which confront 
beauty. It had taken Ann Dvorak and 
Leslie Fenton many weeks to persuade this 
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@ All the food essentials required for your 


child’s needs...for straight bones...sound 
teeth...must come from the food you eat. 


To help safeguard both yourself and 
child drink regularly plenty of milk mixed 
with Cocomalt. This delicious food-drink 
provides extra proteins, carbohydrates, 
minerals (food-calcium and food-phos- 
phorus) and Vitamins A,B, Dand G. Sun- 
shine Vitamin D is that important vitamin 
which is necessary for the formation of 
bones and teeth. 


Accepted by the Committee on Foods of 
the American Medical Ass’n, Cocomalt is 
composed of sucrose, skim milk, selected 
cocoa, barley malt extract, flavoring and 
added Vitamin D (irradiated ergosterol). 
Easy to mix with milk—delicious HOT or 
COLD. At grocery and good drug stores, or 
send 10c for trial can to R. B. Davis Co., 
Dept.MA8,Hoboken, N. J. 


Co delicious Vitamin D food-drink 
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old-school father that motion pictures 
might spell opportunity. But when they 
had guaranteed her protection, he had con- 
sented. It was not until she had made 
five pictures that Ann agreed to her buy- 
ing even a second-hand Ford and driving 
without her to the studio. 

“There is no more need for a girl to do 
what is wrong in Hollywood than in any 
other place,’ Ann told the father and the 
girl. And added, to the girl: “It isn’t 
that you would do wrong. But you cannot 
do two things at once. You cannot fall 
in love and have a career, too. Not in 
the beginning. You must make a definite 
place for yourself in pictures before you 
can think of husband or home. You are 
young. You are lovely. It is natural you 
should want romance. If you haven't the 
courage to turn it from you now—’ Ann 
shook her head. “Look at the really suc- 
cessful actresses and check up on when 
they married. Before their first successes 
or after?” 

Helene said she understood. It was easy 
for her to say that while her eyes looked 
into Ann’s and saw visions of big cars, 
smart chauffeurs, tiled swimming pools and 
gleaming evening gowns. It was a sim- 
ple thing to promise—then. 

He was just an extra; socially like her- 


self. He chanced to stand next to her on 
the set. Ann walked on. Helene turned 
to him. “Isn’t she woaderful? Isn’t she 
lovely? I never knew such a wonderful 


woman.” 

An innocent enough habit of this child— 
talking to anyone who happened to be near 
when she saw the one who had taken her 
from a garage on a chicken farm to the 
modern fairyland, called Hollywood. She 
always did it. 

But he did not look at Ann, as Helene 
had expected. He looked at her; their eyes 
met. It was spring. Youth and spring. 
A combination Mother Nature intended 
for love. 


ELENE did not go out with him. 
That is, not in the evening. But they 

did talk. They did have ice cream sodas. 
They did answer that springtime challenge. 
Finally, with hundreds of people around 
them, he told her, ‘I love you. You love 
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me—I know it. We must marry. We 
are only young once. We were made for 
each other. JI am doing well. I shall 
have a bit in the next picture. You don’t 
need to stop working for Ann; not alto- 
gether and not right away.” 

Then Helene told Ann the whole story. 
“T love him, Ann. We just couldn’t help 
it. It just happened. What can we do 
about it?” 

I wish we had a record of the talk be- 
tween these two women—Ann, herself, so 
few years more than twenty! “I cannot 
decide this for you, Helene,” she said. “It 
is your life. This crossroad comes to all 
modern women. Especially does it come 
to each girl trying to have a success in pic- 
tures. You can’t do both. Not yet. No 
one wants you to promise never to marry, 
women should marry. But will this boy 
be the man you want, five years from 
now? If you go on to success, would you 
pick him? If you fail—’ Ann sighed. 
“No one can promise you success, today. 
No one knows. You may fail and regret 
all your life you did not marry when love 
first whispered—’ 

Perhaps it is just as well we have no 
record of that night, when Helene had fin- 
ished talking with Ann. Back and forth 
across that scarred linoleum on the ga- 
rage-house floor. Ambition battling love. 
New to her, but as old as the stage itself, 


to those who have played upon it. Should 
Joan Crawford have married Michael 
Cudahy? She was little more than a 


Helene McAdoo when she was forced to 


the decision. Clara Bow and Gilbert Ro- 
land. Lupe Velez and Gary Cooper. Ah, 
we could go on forever. And those who 
had repudiated love and then failed in 
ambition? We have no records. They are 
not important enough to have records be- 
cause failures are never important. 

And the next day, Helene told him: “I 
do not want you to speak to me again, nor 
look at me, nor even think about me. I 
am going to take the chance which luck 
and Ann Dvorak gave me. I am not 
going to have even a date for five years. 
I cannot talk about it. I—I’” And she 
ran to Ann, who understood so well that 
she did not speak, and she did not try to 
bring comfort when she knew there could 
be none immediately. 


TALKED with Helene today, in the 

little house which was once a garage. 
She did not know that she is to be put into 
stock and given lessons. I knew it, but I 
did not tell her. ‘In a year maybe,” she 
told me. “I don’t suppose anyone knows 
how much there is to learn about being 
an actress. Why, it took Ann years and 
years. Dancing lessons—everything. You 
just can’t think of anything else. I don’t 
know whether I’ll ever get there!” 

I don’t know, either. Even Ann Dvorak 
doesn’t know. She makes no promises. 
But Joan Crawford didn’t know either 
when she gave Ann Dvorak a position as 
her stand-in—or Katharine Hepburn when 
she started Maxine Doyle in the same po- 
sition. 

Helene is Hollywood material in the 
raw. Her beauty is still as uncompleted 
as Joan Crawford’s was when I first saw 
her. I can’t tell you how stunned I was 
by the hour I spent with this youngster. 
Writing about Hollywood for so many 
years and still I had never realized the 
truth about our Cinderellas until this ex- 
perience. Helene is a Cinderella. But she 
cannot become a princess overnight as 
even I, an old hand, had been accustomed 
to believe. 

Perhaps I can explain best by saying, 
I went from Ann Dvorak’s home to 
Helene’s. Ann was in tennis shorts, eating 
breakfast. But even in shorts there was a 
glint, a polish, a smoothness about her 
that made you wonder if your own collar 
was quite straight and your shoes looked 
shined. And there was a poise, a control 
of muscles, expression, even attitude which 
made you sit a little straighter while you 
drank your cup of coffee. Of course, I 
didn’t realize all this then. The poise, 
the smoothness, the lacquer was so natural 
that your reaction to it was equally nor- 
mal. But it was only when I sat before 
Helene and watched the nervous little 
gestures of her hands, the self-conscious 
pitching of her voice, the obvious effort at 
ease that I understood about Hollywood 
Cinderellas. Every star I knew (who had 
not come from the stage) had been like 
that once. One after another they flitted 
across my memory. Ann, herself, when I 
first interviewed her. And she had finished 
“Scarface,” too, and was the graduate of 
a boarding school; Jean Harlow, when I 
first saw her and she was divorcing a mil- 
lionaire; Joan Crawford, with Broadway 
success to her credit; Norma Shearer, be- 
fore stardom caught up with her. And 
suddenly I knew that polish is not natural 
but acquired. That stardom is not acci- 
dental but accomplished. That fame is not 
a come-hither proposition but the result of 
learning to wear well a golden slipper. 
And I knew that Helene McAdoo had told 
me a true story of Hollywood. If she 
can follow Ann’s advice to the letter, and 
does not weaken in five years, she will 
have become a true Hollywood Cinderella. 
Today she is only one, a very lovely one, 
in the making. 
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Good News 


Dick Powell would appreciate having 
that price tag removed with which Holly- 
wood has labelled him, after acclaiming 
his as the biggest snap in the marriage 
market. Nor is Dick trying to strut the 
Prince of Wales stuff. He “jest ain’t 
interested.” And that’s that. 


That house he built lately set plenty of 
tongues wagging, but Dick claims that 
was just for the amusement of his friends. 
Well, it’s plenty amusing. There’s a dis- 
appearing wall in his library where Dick 
always serves drinks. He then distracts 
his guests’ attention while the wall is rolled 
back, books and all. It’s a swell way of 
economizing on liquor for the second 
round of drinks is invariably passed up. 


Herbert Marshall revels in the role of 
strong, silent man on the screen. And non- 
pictorially, Mr. Marshall is still strong—but 
noisy; as evidenced by the rumpus he 
created in the Biltmore Theatre lobby, not so 
Jong ago. With Miss Gloria Swanson on 
his arm, he was beating a hasty retreat 
from the theatre, attempting a Garbo on the 
camera sleuths. He had outwitted ‘em, all 
and just reached the door in safety, when 
one eagle-eyed photographer spied the 
couple, aimed his trusty weapon and shot. 
With a yelp of rage, Bert shook off Gloria 
and made a lunge at his adversary. “Gimme 
that plate, or I'll see that you lose your 
job!" he screamed, shaking the clever, young 
man ‘til his clever teeth rattled. Now, the 
thing that has us puzzled is why a movie 


(Contmued from page 55) 


You can't kid Bob Armstrong 
these days or get his goat 
either. The nanny was given 
to him and Bob is giving her 
the best of care. He's built a 
real Swiss goat house for his 
pet with elevated milking 
stand and all. 


star should suddenly develop cameraphobia. 
‘Course, if there’s good reason to be camera 
shy, that’s his own affair—but why pick the 
Biltmore lobby to hide in? 


Paula Stone, of the “Stepping Stones” 
family, is headed now for a screen career. 
Recentiy she was rehearsing for a “short” 
out at RKO Studios, in a scene where she 
gets so huffy about her fiance’s antics, 
that she pulls his ring from her finger and 
hurls it at him. Coming back from lunch 
on the day the real “take” was to be shot, 
Paula slammed her car door on her hand, 
with a result that all five fingers swelled 
up so that she could not even get the ring 
off! Make-up had to be applied over the 
ring, and another made, at least three sizes 
larger, for her to yank off in fury. 


Helen Mack, the littlest girl with the big- 
gest eyes in Hollywood, is at last honey- 
mooning. Married last winter in an awful 
hurry to Director Charles Irwin, they planned 
to start their wedding trip that very week- 
end; and if you know anything c-tall about 
movies, you could appreciate the humor in 
such a situation. But the Irwins didn’t see 
anything funny about it as month after 
month rolled by and still they could not get 
away more than a day at a time from their 
respective studios, and then never on the 
same day! But they’re now in New York on 
a two-weeks leave of absence. 
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Can a Man Be True to One Woman? 


(Continued from page 38) 


known that it was there and had never 
given it a thought. One night my valet 
was holding my coat for me and in some 
fashion the pocket inverted and the gold- 
piece rolled out onto the floor. We 
searched for it, casually at first and then 
with increasing zeal. The search became 
more and more futile. Until, finally, we 
were in a sweat of exasperation and the 
gold-piece had become the primary factor 
in our lives. We didn’t find it and grad- 
ually I came to suspect my valet of hav- 
ing found it and concealed the finding 
from me. I began to suspect chance ac- 
quaintances who dropped in. Until at last 
that commonplace, unimportant little piece 
of gold assumed staggering proportions in 
my mind, tarnishing my relationships with 
my servants and friends, inciting me to 
suspicions I had never thought of enter- 
taining before. 


je was not, mind you, the value of the 
gold-piece. For it had had no value to 
me when [| knew that it was safe in my 
pocket. It haunted my dreams at night 
and preoccupied my mind by day only 
because I did not know where it was, 
only because I did not know who had it. 
It was rolling gold and it had become 
abnormally valuable to me because of this. 

“So,” said Paul, ‘so had that woman 
I had loved been rolling gold to me. I 
did not know where she was more than 
half of the time. I knew that she was 
flirting with this friend of mine or that. 
I didn’t know which one and so,’ Paul 
smiled that worldly-wise, woman-wise 
smile of his, “so the woman who would 
hold a man must be rolling gold. Or 
he must think that she is. She must keep 
him forever a little uncertain, perpetu- 
ally on his hands and knees, trying to 
find her. For, obviously, the man who is 
on his hands and knees searching for one 
woman has no time, no eyes and no heart 
to search for another. 

“But that quality of elusiveness,”’ said 
Paul, “is not enough. If that is all a 
woman has to offer it becomes tiresome 
in time. To be forever on your hands 
and knees becomes more than tiresome, 
it becomes ugly. No, the woman who 
would hold a man for all of his life must 
also be able to give to that man the sense 
of home. 

“Perhaps few women realize it, but 
homing is one of the strongest instincts 
in the soul, the heart, the body of a man. 
Whether he be an adventurer, an actor, 
a digger of ditches, a Casanova or a Lin- 
coln he will want, sooner or later, to go 
home. And to the woman who gives him 
home he will go, always, inevitably, at 


last. He may flirt. He may visit the 
exotic salons of exotic women. But 
sooner or later -he will remember the 


days of his boyhood when, after a day’s 
hard play he wanted to go home to his 
mother. And did go home. He will turn 
back, the grown man, instinctively, to the 
woman who gives him what once _ his 
mother gave, warmth and lighted lamps 
and food and peace and sympathy. It 
may be a case of ‘I have been faithful to 
thee, Cynara, in my fashion;’ but it is 
fidelity. 

“In my marriage,” said Paul, lowering 
his voice, “in this second and supremely 
happy marriage of mine, I have found 
the two qualities. And so when I tell 
you that even now I flirt, well, you may 
know that I am hopeless, a bad boy. Now 
I will tell another little story on myself 
to illustrate the fact that there is rolling 


gold in this marriage of mine. If I were 
wise I would not tell such a tale on my- 
self. But what man is wise when he talks 
of awerman and what man would want to 
pe? 


ANE any rate, when I went to Europe 
last year I had to go alone because 
Daisy, my wife, had been very ill and 
was unfit to travel. While I was abroad 
I cabled her every other day and when 
I was ready to return I conceived one of 
those ideas which playwrights, such as 
Molnar and Schnitzler, use very success- 
fully in their slightly naughty plays. I 
decided to stage a surprise return. To 
this end I had a friend of mine in Europe 
continue to send Daisy cables signed with 
my name. I reached New York and 
travelled to the Coast by devious means, 
planes and trains alternatively. I even 
chartered a special plane out of Texas 
in order to reach Palm Springs, where 
Daisy was staying, that much sooner. She 
had no idea that I had even left Europe. 

“And so I arrived in Palm Springs late 
at night and drove at once to the apart- 
ment where she was staying only to be told 
that she had motored up to Beverly Hills 
that morning. The manager, recognizing 
me, allowed me to enter the apartment. 
Even then I was very nervous. Why had 
she suddenly gone to Beverly Hills? For 
what reason? I entered the apartment 
and found her bedroom door locked. Im- 
mediately I was seized with premonitory 
and melodramatic terror. Why was the 
door locked? Why? As frantically as 
once I searched for that bit of rolling 
gold I now searched for a way to enter 
that locked room. Finally, at risk of life 
and limb I managed to climb around the 
coping of the building and enter the room 
by the window. I looked about me, the 
look, no doubt, of one who expects to 
see a ghost. Finally, on her desk, I saw 
a scrap of note paper with some words 
written on it in her handwriting. With 
the horrid shamelessness of the suspicious 
male I read some such words as these, 
‘Thank you, dear, for all the bliss I have 
known in your embrace.” 

Paul laughed, a bit shakily. He said, 
“Tt was ridiculous. I had never had the 
shadow of a reason to suspect my wife 
of anything but the utmost fidelity, fond- 
ness, love. She had given me warmth and 
sympathy and affection and home. Per- 
haps because she had given me so much 
accounts for my wunreasoning terror at 
any threat of losing her. Whatever the 
explanation, I was threatened with an 
actual vertigo! I felt sick and cold. My 
limbs were lead. I dashed out again, 
hired a car and drove like a madman all 
the way to Beverly Hills, making that in- 
sane run in less than two hours. 

“T got to my house, rushed to my wife’s 
room and all but frightened her to death! 
She couldn’t, naturally, imagine who could 
be crashing in on her like that at the 
unholy hour of just-before-dawn. She 
began to scream and then when she real- 
ized that it was I, she sobbed and threw 
herself into my arms telling me of her 
relief, her joy at having me back again. 
And all the while J, still cold and sick, 
thought grimly, ‘Ah, you behave like this 
when all the while I have this piece of 
paper in my pocket!’ And then, unable to 
bear my choking agony in silence any 
longer I dramatically produced the piece 
of paper and confronted her with it. 

“At first she was dazed. Then she be- 
gan to laugh. Then she became, and 


rightfully so, indignant with me for dar- 
ing to question her. She told me that 
the words were those of a _ popular 
song which Bing Crosby sang on the 
radio and which she had started to write 
down! Without further ado she arose, 
put a record on the victrola and while I 
stood stupidly by, played back to me the 
very words written on that scrap of 
paper. Then, carefully, as one explains 
a simple fact to a child, she told me in 
words of one syllable why she had locked 
the door of her room—because she had 
left some of her best gowns, hats and 
ornaments there and wanted to make 
doubly sure they would be safe while no 
one was in the apartment.” 

Paul smiled, a little shamefacedly. He 
said, “That is a sorry tale for a grown 
man to tell on himself, isn’t it? Anda 
man married for several years, too. But 
silly as I felt, there in the dawn, in my 
wife’s boudoir, my sense of relief was 
greater. And this does make the point 
of our discussion—a man can be faithful 
to one woman for all his life, provid- 
ing she gives him the illusion of rolling 
gold and providing she gives him... .” 
Here his voice trailed off, suddenly. 


Dp LUKAS came into the living- 
room of the apartment at this mo- 
ment. She promptly ordered coffee for 
us and some delicious little Hungarian 
cakes. She adjusted a shade so that the 
sun would be softer. She touched the 
vases of flowers here and there. She 
said, kissing Paul an affectionate good- 
bye, that she was off to house-hunt again. 
She remarked to me that they were tired 
of apartment life, they wanted a house 
of their own again, a spacious kitchen, a 
garden. She reminded Paul that he had 
an appointment with the doctor at five 
and then she was gone. She is young and 
tailored and trim, with clear gray eyes 
and a wide red mouth, and her slight Hun- 
garian accent matching Paul’s, is really 
charming. 

When she was gone he said, “She has 
finished my story for me. I was about 
to say that a man can be true for all of 
his life providing he meets the woman 
who can give him the illusion of rolling 
gold and the sense of home. I have told 
you of the rolling gold. Daisy, without 
words, has told you of how she gives 
me the sense of home. And she does... 
in every phase of the relationship between 
man and woman, our marriage is perfect, 
and yet,” and Paul made a self-despairing 
gesture, “and yet I am flirting, a little, 
here and there... 

“Tt is like this: On the stage or screen 
an actor is only as good as the part he 
plays and the picture he plays it in. Con- 
sider ‘Little Women’ and my very small 
part in that—yet because the picture was 
so fine it did me more good than many a 
larger part I have played. I am now 
under contract to M-G-M and I pray not 
for stardom, not even for very large parts, 
but for small parts in very fine pictures. 
Parts that I can do justice to. 

“So it is with fidelity, with marriage. 
A man is only as good as the part his wife 
requires him to play and the environ- 
ment of home she creates for him to play 
that part in. There too, the role must be 
adapted to the man. 

“That woman in Budapest—she was only 
the rolling gold. My first wife was an 
actress. She did not give me any sense 
of home. 

“Tf a man meets the woman who gives 
both and meets her early enough in life 
he can be true—forever. I am convinced 
of that. 

“J,” laughed Paul, that naughty some- 
thing in his gray eyes, “I did not meet 
Daisy eatly enough!” 
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My Husband Is My Best Friend 


(Continued from page 43) 


shipboard, at the festival in Panama, in 
Cuba. 

“These pictures are frightful of Frank,” 
she said indignantly, letting her luncheon 
grow cold. ‘Look at this! And do look 
at this! Why in this one he doesn’t even 
look shaved! He mustn’t pose for the 
news photographers again. They never 
make him look himself at all.” 

There also were clippings, clippings 
which heralded this trip as a second 
honeymoon. 

“A second honeymoon,” Irene laughed. 
“As if there ever could be such a thing 
with the same man!” 

I asked exactly what she meant. And 
she told me, as simply and directly and 
honestly as it is her habit to say the 
things she thinks. 

“A honeymoon is wonderful, of course,” 
she went on, smoothing her sweater con- 
templatively. “It’s the time two people go 
off alone and do their utmost to remain 
alone. Not only because they are so new 
and exciting to each other. But because 
it is their chance to draw closer and pre- 
pare for the intimacy of the every day 
married life which lies ahead of them. 

“However, feverishly romantic though 
it may be, it’s also apt to be something of 
a strain. Because the two people haven’t 
yet learned to relax with each other. Be- 
cause they haven’t had time to become 
truly good friends. Because they don’t 
know all the little things about each other 
which only the intimacy and affectionate 
understanding of years brings.” 


She began pulling a great flat package 


out from behind the sofa, untying the cord, 
crackling the big stiff sheets of paper 
which wrapped it. 

“Tt’s much more fun to have been mar- 
ried for a matter of years, I think,” she 
went on. “Then you have a dozen little 
agreements about some things and a dozen 
differences of opinion about other things. 
Then you know more of what the other 
fellow is thinking and feeling, irrespec- 
tive of what he may be doing or saying 
for courtesy’s sake or some other good 
reason. Then you're both interested in 
meeting new people and speculating about 
them later when you're alone. Then 
everything that happens to you, even a 
trifling event, is enriched by some similar 
thing you’ve already shared.” 

She had the package undone. In it were 
architect’s drawings of a house to be built 
in Holmby Hills, provided the studios re- 
main in Hollywood. Holmby Hills lies 
beyond Beverly and Bel Air. It is where 
Freddie March has built his charming new 
house. And where, just across from the 
Griffin acres, Claudette Colbert is breaking 
ground for her new home. 


HERE was one view of the house from 
the front. Another showed the side 
and the patio. There were views of the 
lawns and gardens. And detailed views of 
the different rooms as they would look 
when the house was completed and they 
were curtained and furnished, with fires 
burning on their hearths and flowers from 
the cutting garden standing about in bowls. 
“Home of Doctor and Mrs. Francis D. 
Griffin,’ was lettered on each drawing. 
Not “Home of Irene Dunne,” mark you. 
And not even “Home of Irene Dunne and 
Doctor Francis D. Griffin.” But what it 
really is to be, what their architect knew 
it would be after talking to these clients 
of his only a few times. For away from 
the studios, in spite of all her increasingly 
bright fame, Irene Dunne isn’t at all the 


movie star, the celebrity. She is Mrs. 
Francis D. Griffin. First, last and al- 
ways.. Which undoubtedly has a great 
deal to do with the greatest friendship in 
the business world which I'll come to in 
good time. 

I kept remembering, a day or two pre- 
viously, when Irene had entertained repre- 
sentatives of the Irene Dunne Fan Club at 
a tea party. There had been a pretty girl 
there who came with the Yonkers contin- 
gent, a pretty girl of about fifteen, with 
eyes as deeply blue as the dress she wore. 
A dozen times that afternoon, with an 
adoring nod in Irene’s direction, this girl 
had gone out of her way to explain “She’s 
my aunt, you know!” And later when I 
asked her, “How does it feel to have a 
movie star in the family,” Dorothea Griffin 
admitted with lovely naiveté,““Well, some- 
times I wish Aunt Irene wasn’t a movie 
star. I get jealous when I have to share 
her with a lot of people. Like this after- 
noon, for instance.” 

And J had thought that movie stars, if 
not prophets, sometimes are appreciated in 
their own countries, even in their own 
families. And that’s something! 

“You'll notice,” Irene indicated the patio 
on the drawing, “that we’ve planned this 
as an extra living-room. We like to have 
breakfast outdoors on Sundays. And _ to 
read outdoors on warm evenings. It’s 
enclosed on two sides by the wings of the 
house and on the third side by the loggia. 
The front looks out over the lawn straight 
to the ocean. See, the hill drops off here, 
just beyond our property. There never 
can be anything to block our view, to shut 
off the sea.” 

Frank Griffin won’t be in California to 
live in that house all the time. Many 
months of the year he is obliged to be in 
New York where his practise is located. 
But it pleases him, sentimental as the next 
Irishman, to think of Irene in their home. 
And to look forward to the years ahead 
when they’ll both find lives less busy and 
be there together all the time. 


eee and I talked of her marriage. Of 
how she had taken what so easily might 
have become a marriage of inconvenience 
and shaped it into something fine. 

“T admit,” she said, “the separations are 
pretty lonely at times. They’d be unbear- 
able, really, if it weren’t for Frank’s fre- 
quent telephone calls, put through after 
midnight when we can afford to talk much 
longer. But now that we’re together for 
the time being, and I’m able to view our 
months of separation with some perspec- 
tive, I’m not sure but that they haven't 
served us well. 

“Perhaps if we’d been together all the 
time during the last four years we wouldn't 
be such good friends. Perhaps together 
all the time we’d have come to take each 
other more for granted; and find less zest 
in each other’s company. How can any- 
one tell? Frankly, I’d almost be afraid to 
have things any other way than they have 
been. For fear it wouldn’t have worked 
out as much fun. 

“A month from now, of course, when 
I’m back in California and Frank is here 
and I’m missing him more than ever be- 
cause I’ve just left him, you'll find me 
singing another tune. I'll be complaining 
that it’s absurd for married people to per- 
mit three thousand miles to separate them. 
For the hysterical moment I’m even likely 
to be considering giving up my work. Al- 
though I know in my heart that I couldn't, 
that it’s become too much a part of me. 


jaye 


As she talked I remembered some of the 
things which have forged the bond stronger 
between her and Frank Griffin. There 
was the time, some years ago, for instance, 
when she spent an entire Sunday rehears- 
ing for her screen tests of “Cimarron” 
which she was to take the next day, al- 
though RKO were giving her these tests 
simply to please her, having no idea that 
she, a musical comedy star in their minds, 
could properly play Sabra Cravat. 

On that day Frank Griffin remained with 
her closed in her room. He knew how 
much this meant to her. He watched the 
different effects she tried out and, now 
and then, helped with a suggestion. His 
cronies kept the telephone ringing constant- 
ly. They wanted him to join them on the 
links. Suppose Irene did have to work, 
that was no reason why he had to stay 
home. They didn’t understand. 

I also remembered Irene’s frantic trip 
across the continent after the telephone 
call which advised her he had been rushed 
to the hospital for an appendicitis opera- 
tion. At this time the newspapers insisted 
that, under cover of being in New York 
because he was ill, she had come on to 
ask for a divorce. Considering Frank 
Griffin’s temporary weakened and depressed 
state those stories might have caused an 
upset. But because it was Irene who read 
him those stories, sitting close beside his 
bed, laughing, joking, meeting his eyes with 
her own eyes level, they could do no harm. 

So it goes. It isn’t, after all, so much 
the number of hours two people spend to- 
gether as what they do with those hours. 
For with the years, her marriage to Frank 
Griffn has grown into that which can only 
exist in marriage and is at the same time 
the ultimate of marriage, namely the 
greatest friendship in the world. 


Confessions of an 
Extra Girl 


(Continued from page 31) 


the heart of Hollywood was from Los An- 
geles. In Hollywood I went to the Plaza 
Hotel, because a friend of ours back 
East had stayed there. I left my bags 
and started out to look for an apartment. 

When I signed the hotel register I 
wrote my name and then afterward wrote 
“actress,” which will show you how silly 
I was. I get hot and cold when I think 
about that now and I wonder what that 
clerk thought of me. 


HE next morning I moved into a cute 

little furnished apartment, for which 
I paid forty dollars a month. Before I 
unpacked I wrote on a piece of paper, 
“If I am not a star,’ and then I crossed 
that out and wrote, “If I am not a lead- 
ing lady one year from today, I will go 
back home.” The trouble was that I did 
not write the date down, so it is always 
a year from today. I am not a leading 
woman and that was five years ago. I 
am still in Hollywood—an extra girl! 

I asked the lady at the desk of the 
apartment house how to get to Metro. 
At the studio I walked up to the gate 
and asked to see the casting director. He 
said that wasn’t the right entrance and 
told me where to go. As I was standing 
there I saw a big black car drive up 
and I looked inside it and saw Garbo. 
It was strange, but I wasn’t thrilled. I 
said to myself, “One year from today I'll 
be riding through this gate in a big car.” 
Well, I did—and the car was bigger than 
Garbo’s. It was a bus filled with extras 
going on location—and I was one of them! 
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At the casting office they said I didn’t 
have a chance. Then I went to all the 
studios and got the same story. I think 
it was about the fourth day and I was 
very discouraged when I met a woman at 
one of the studios who told me to go to 
the little company where I met the di- 
rector I’ve already told about. 

Now, maybe because I’ve told you that 
I’m still an extra after five years, you'll 
think that you’re going to read all about 
how I struggled for a ‘beginning g, etc., etc., 
but my story is a little different from the 
average extra-girl story. I got into the 
movies with a bang—but the bang didn’t 
keep up. 

At this time long skirts were just com- 
ing in and only very ultra-smart women 
were wearing them. The rest of us had 
our hemlines just about at the knee. I 
remember that I had read an article in 
which Alice White said that no matter 
what other girls did she would always 
wear short skirts. And I thought I 
agreed with her. 

One day I was coming home on a bus 
from Metro (I still persisted in going 
to the studios and begging for work) 
when a man came and sat down beside 
me and, when he spoke to me I thought 
that Dad was still right about Hollywood, 
because what the man said was, “You have 
very beautiful legs.” 


HAT, you must admit, is rather a 

unique way for a man to begin a con- 
versation and I must say that I gasped 
and edged away from him because I was 
afraid of a repetition of the director 
episode. 

Then he continued, “I’m an artist—a 
commercial artist—and I’m doing an ad 
for a local company—a_ stocking ad. 
Here’s my card. Come to my studio to- 
morrow morning at ten o'clock. I pay 
a dollar an hour.” 

“But tomorrow's Sunday,” I said. 

“Ves, I know,” he answered. He was 
a very handsome man with dark hair and 
deep brown eyes and I was afraid of him. 


I had heard of white slavery and all those 
things and besides I was in Hollywood to 


be an actress, not an artist’s model. “Tm 
afraid I can’t make it.” 
He shrugged his shoulders. “As you 


like, but if you change your mind come 
along.” And then he moved to another 
seat in the bus. 


He seemed so indifferent that I sus- 
pected a sinister trap. Besides, working 
oh Sundays seemed most unusual. And 
just asking a girl in a bus to pose—well, 
that was all very irregular. So I had no 
intention of going to his studio. But fate 
meant otherwise. 


That night when I got home and started 
out to do my little marketing I looked 
in my purse and discovered that instead 
of the ten dollars I thought was there 
there was only fifteen cents. I frantically 
searched in my coat pockets and every- 
where that I might have put the money, 
but it was gone. Either my bag had been 
robbed or I had lost it. And here it was 
Saturday night, not a chance of getting 
into the bank until Monday, not a soul 
I knew to borrow from (even the woman 
who ran the apartment was away for the 
week-end) and I with fifteen cents. Be- 
sides, since I did marketing for several 
days on Saturday night, there was noth- 
ing in the house but some coffee—no 
bread, no sugar, no cream. 


I looked at the artist’s card and real- 
ized, from the address, that by street car 
it would cost me six cents to get there 
and another six cents to get back in case 
he wasn’t there. So I went to bed that 
night having drunk just a little coffee 
(black) and woke up the next morning 
with my stomach growling. 

At ten o’clock I presented myself at his 
studio and there had, I think, one of the 
most curious experiences of my life. How 
strange fate is! Had I not lost the ten 
dollars I wouldn’t have gone to his stu- 
dio. And going to his studio was the act 
that started my career in pictures! 

(To be continued) 


A Great Actress Puts on a Great Act 


(Continued from page 41) 


some way, we accomplish that awesome 
distance from the bar to a couch. Bergner 
sits straight in a corner. She is meeting 
the press. 

Schenck walks across with some things 
on a plate—tiny canapés of caviar, salmon, 


anchovies. Bergner looks at the plate. She 
doesn’t ask what it is. Score one for 
Schenck. 


The press are arriving. They are ar- 
riving in droves. Chairs are drawn up in 
a semi-circle around Bergner, sitting so 
quietly in the corner of the lounge. The 
chairs are placed so that one thinks we 
are shortly to play a parlor game and 
Bergner will be “it.” 

The press begin to ask questions. 

“Who is your favorite actor?” 

“T vould rather not say.” 

They persist. “But surely there is no 
harm in mentioning your favorite. If we 
asked you to say which one you didn't like 
that would be different.” 


“No, no, I say no favorites.” 


But the press will not let her off. They 
are stubborn now. They insist she an- 
Schenck insists. 


swer. 
“All right. I say my favorite. Charlie 
Chaplin.” 


It is like a name from the past. Suddenly 
it is as if the little man in his derby hat, 
his enormous shoes, his flexible cane is 


standing in the room. Charlie Chaplin. 
Why, we had almost forgotten that he ex- 
isted. Is she kidding? No, you can look 
at her face and tell that she isn’t. 

“Diss ordeal,” she says. “I have not 
slept for two nights. I worry about diss 
ordeal. For six years [ have no inter- 
views.’ 


Ah, the ordeal, then, is meeting the 
press. 


“And is it as bad as you thought it 
would be, Miss Bergner?” a reporter asks. 


She looks at him straight. ‘‘Worse.” 


We feel uncomfortable. 

Someone asks her about her new play, 
the one Sir James Barrie has written for 
her. 

“T cannot say what it is like. 
not say. No.” 

Ss me aA modern play?” someone asks. 

“No, no, not modern.” 

“Ts it whimisical ?” 

“No, no, not whimsical.” 

“Is it very dramatic?” 

“No, no, not very dramatic.” 

Schenck, standing behind the lounge, 
leans over and asks, “Is it mineral?” 

Now that is rather funny. But the 
crack gets a much bigger laugh than it 
deserves just because we all want to laugh 
and relieve the tension. We laugh. Oh, 
we laugh a great deal. 


I must 


“] Ee try now to make her speak of 
her personal life. We edge our chairs 
forward. 

“Do you like having your husband direct 
you in pictures, better than if someone else 
did?” 

Bergner shrugs her shoulders. “I can- 
not say. No one but my husband has di- 
rected me.” 

That washes up Bergner’s personal life. 

“Are you going to Hollywood?” 

“No, oh no, my contract is for Europe.” 

“Would you like to go to Hollywood?” 

She smiles, “I feel dat I am not for 
Hollywood.” 

Why ?” 

“I do not know. I cannot explain. To 
see it, yes, I should like to see it quietly. 
But work dere—no.” 

She has seen nothing of New York— 
only her hotel room, and the theatre—she 
cannot say whether she likes it or not. 
Many lies have been said about her. That 
she brought a cook from Vienna, (she did 
not bring a cook from Vienna.) That she 
spent her time between performances walk- 
ing her dog. (Her dog is safe at home 
in Vienna.) True, that she is frightened 
of interviews. Will she wait six years to 
give another? It depends, she answers, 
upon the outcome of this one. 

Her first performance of any play is 
always bad, she says, because she is so 
nervous. And she is nervous on succeed- 
ing nights if there is someone in the au- 
dience she knows. She is, you see, shy. 

And yet as I sat there watching her, a 
little thing in an unbecoming frock, sit- 
ting in one corner of the couch, evading 
the questions shot at her by the hundreds 
of people sitting on uncomfortable chairs, 
it occurred to me as strange that anyone 
so truly shy would choose the acting busi- 
ness as a profession. For any girl knows 
that she must face people, that she is bound 
to be stared at, that she will be asked ques- 
tions if she decides to go on the stage or 
appear before the camera. Are these shy 
ones then, really shy? Or are they—oh, 
perish the thought you wicked woman— 
just putting on an act? 

Act or not, Bergner’s is effective. The 
reporters next day after the “interview” 
described her as small, vivid, vital. They 
said she was nervous at first but quickly 
overcame it. 

I sat there wondering if she really were 
nervous. Heaven knows, I’d be, having all 
those people sitting around staring at me. 
But I’m not an actress. I’m one of the 
ones who sit around and stare. 

If you must know the truth, I’m getting 
a little weary of shy actresses. There are 
sO many professions in the world which 
don’t make one nervous. But—and do the 


girls consider this?—these professions do 
not pay the magnificent salaries paid to 
screen stars. 


Elisabeth Bergner and Hugh Sin- 
clair in “Escape Me Never.” 
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Gable Flipped a Coin 


(Continued from page 45) 


would take him. He wished that he might 
turn this offer down, but he could find no 
other work and he reasoned, sensibly, that 
beggars must not be choosers. 

The contract was ready for him. Sorry 
that events had forced him to sign it, he 
set out from his boarding house to go to 
ine office and put his name on the dotted 
ine. 

Some carpenters were working in the 
hall. He hurried past them and in so doing 
his coat caught on a nail and he heard 
the disheartening rip. 


LARK examined the tear. He could 

4 certainly not appear in any manager’s 
office in a coat like that, and the dis- 
couraging part was that he had but one 
other suit. However, there was nothing 
for him to do but to change his clothes. 

He went back to his room, got out his 
other suit and just as he was leaving the 
house once more, being very careful of 
the carpenters’ nails, the telephone rang. 
The message was for him. His agent told 
him that he had just been offered a nice 
part in a good legitimate company! 

So if he had not been delayed by hav- 
ing to change clothes, if the nail had not 
been there, he would have been out of 
the house when the call came and his name 
would have been affixed to the vaudeville 
contract and there would have been noth- 
ing for him to do but to give up the 
good role and go on the road. Fate? 
Chance? What? 

Number four: Had a flipped coin not 
turned up heads Gable might never have 
come to the attention of the Los Angeles 
producers. 

He had been in Portland, Oregon, after 
a stroke of bad luck, working as an ad- 
taker on the Oregonian, a newspaper there. 
Stranded by a defunct stock company, he 
had taken the job to ward off starvation. 
Meantime he kept in touch with friends 
in New York who were instructed to no- 
tify him when new casting for stock com- 
panies began. A letter came, urging him 
to return to New York. He had no money 
and was wondering how it would feel to 
ride the freights when a friend of his, an 
actor, turned up in Portland. This man 
was bound for Hollywood in a ramshackle 
car. He invited Clark to come along. Re- 
luctantly, Gable went. 

He searched desperately for work in 
the theatrical world and was at last offered 
a bit part in “What Price Glory.” He 
thought himself worthy of a better break. 
After all, he had played leads in stock. 


After all, he was an actor, not a bit 
player. If he took this role, it would be 
as if he had started from the bottom again. 
And, heaven knows, he had fought his way 
desperately already. But he needed money. 
He had to eat. Should his career or his 
stomach come first ? 

He decided that this time he would 
trust utterly to luck. He flipped a coin. 
“Tails I take the bit, heads I don’t.” The 
coin spun in the air and rested on the back 
of his hand. He looked at it. It regis- 
tered heads! 


\\iy/ est a very empty feeling in the 
pit of his stomach he refused the 
part. And for two weeks regretted the 
coin’s decision. Yes, he regretted it for two 
weeks only, for at the end of that time a 
second unit of the show was formed and 
Clark was offered a good part. And the 
strange thing was that the second unit 
soon became, in reality, the first. Further- 
more, it played in Los Angeles while the 
other company was on the road. 

And thus Clark came to the attention of 
the producer, Louis MacLoon, who gave 
him the ranking male lead of Set. Quirt 
when Hale Hamilton left the company. 

Number five: If he had not had faith 
in the first flipped coin and put his trust 
in another, he might never have been 
seen by the movie moguls. 

On the New York stage, Gable had 
gained some fame in a play called “Macha- 
nal,’ a Broadway hit. MacLoon wired 
Clark asking him to take the lead in “The 
Last Mile” at a salary bigger than any he 
had had. At this time, Clark wasn’t in 
need of money and, of course, the Broad- 
way theatre is much more important than 
the Los Angeles stage. Again, what to 
do? Make extra dollars on the Coast and 
perhaps miss out on a Broadway show, or 
hang around the Big Town waiting for a 
part? The coin had steered him straight 
once before. Perhaps it would do so 
again. He flipped a quarter. It advised 
him to go West. And it was because of 
this role that he got his first screen test. 

The rest is woven inextricably into the 
pattern of movie history. 

If, if, if .. . How many “ifs” are there 
in your life? Are all of us—you and I 
and Clark Gable—predestined, and are 
these seemingly casual occurrences that 
vitally change our lives simply fate work- 
ing in her mysterious fashion? Or is it 
just chance and luck? 

I leave it up to you. What do you 
think ? 


The Modern Hostess 


(Continued from page 11) 


black coffee. This is not because Myrna 
is dieting or counting her calories, but 
because she thinks desserts as a steady 
thing lack interest, preferring the piquant 
taste of a perfect salad to set off her 
meal. If you were invited to dinner at 
the Loy apartment (Myrna does not own 
her own home, living at the moment in a 
swanky Beverly Hills apartment hotel), 
chances are that Myrna would have Car- 
olina initiate you into the mysteries of her 
spicy “Taquitos.” The only concession to 
the conventional dinner would be a cooling 
ice at the end of the meal. The Loy menu, 
as made out for me by Carolina, would 


read something like this: 
Consommé 
“Taquitos” A favorite salad 
Fresh Raspberry Ice 
Coffee 
This would be followed by a bit of con- 
versation and then an evening of rapt 
attention to Myrna’s new phonograph 
which plays twenty-four records, contin- 
uously, without its proud owner laying a 
finger upon it. You'd hear Ravel’s “Bo- 
lero” and symphonies directed by world- 
famous conductors, if you were Myrna’s 
guest. Myrna owns a thousand records! 
It all sounds simple and unstudied, 


th a ete 


doesn’t it—especially the dinner. But the 
consommé would be clear as an unclouded 
crystal ball, the “Taquitos” would be su- 
perb in their rich tomato sauce, the green 
salad would be a masterpiece, the ice a 
frozen nectar and the coffee black, steam- 
ing, pungent, with perhaps a dash of 
cognac! 

Simplicity, in itself, is often a highly 
cultivated art, you know, an_ essential 
truth which Myrna has discovered in the 
midst of her astounding success. Above 
all she realizes that the best part of suc- 
cess is not that it brings her sables and 
square-cut emeralds, but that it allows her 
the rare privilege of doing just what she 
prefers to do. And that is to read, listen 
to fine music, idle away her leisure hours 
as she wishes, and partake of delightful 
meals of her own choosing. 

But let’s get back to Myrna’s salads, 
about which I promised to tell you. For 
Sour Cream Salad, Carolina buys French 
endive. Following the washing and chill- 
ing ritual described above, she removes the 
endive, crisp and cold from the refrig- 
erator, mixes it with a simple French 
dressing made in a bowl which has been 
rubbed lightly with garlic, and arranges 
the leaves like a giant sunflower on a flat 
dish. In the center of the dish, nestling 
in decorative chicory, is placed a smaller 
dish of sour cream to which a dash of 
salt has been added. In serving, a spoon- 
ful of scur cream is placed on the dress- 
ing. You can see how it looks from the 
photograph. This salad was made up for 
picture purposes by Carolina, just as she 
makes it for Miss Loy. 


gi HE other salad pictured is one that 
Carolina serves often, as Myrna enjoys 
having it as a solitary dish for a refresh- 
ing summer lunch. Choosing a large avo- 
cado, Carolina washes it carefully and 
halves it lengthwise. The halves are then 
placed, without removing the shell, on let- 
tuce leaves. The large seed is removed, 
of course, and in its place is inserted half 
of a hard-cooked egg, cut in half length- 
wise. The entire salad is then drenched 
with French dressing. 

As another summer luncheon dish Myr- 
na frequently asks for Salad Caviar. For 
this Carolina takes a head of lettuce and 
shreds it. She chops radishes, celery, 
green onions, green peppers and ripe olives 
very finely and adds them, together with 
some minced parsley, to the shredded let- 
tuce. And now comes the final touch that 
makes this a very distinguished salad in- 
deed—a little dish of mayonnaise covered 
with caviar in the very center of the salad 
bowl! 

Just as Carolina is inflexible about met- 
als in salad-making (except for the some- 
times necessary chopping knife), so is she 
insistent about using her own mayonnaise. 
This she makes up in large quantities, stor- 
ing it afterwards in the refrigerator. When 
Thousand Island Dressing or Russian 
Dressing is wanted, Carolina just adds 
the necessary ingredients to her “Special 
Mayonnaise.” If you want to have her 
recipes for all three of these dressings as 
served to Myrna Loy and her guests, all 
you have to do is send for this month's 
recipe folder. 

Another of the cards-in the Modern 
Hostess Leaflet will give you directions 
for making that “Salad De Luxe” that I 
mentioned before. This salad borders on 
sweetness, but, despite that fact, it is one 
of Myrna’s favorites. I was delighted, 
therefore, to be able to get the recipe for 
you. It combines unusual ingredients, but 
is most simple to make. Fnd out for your- 
self how good it is by sending in the cou- 
pon for your free copy of the recipes. 

Salads, of course, are not the only dishes 
that make their appearance on Myrna’s 
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] FREE! World’s most amazing Cook Book! 


] Rotogravure picture-book (60 photographs) showing astonishing new short-cuts. 

130 recipes, including: Lemon Pie Filling without cooking! Foolproof 5-minute |] 
Chocolate Frosting! Caramel Pudding that makes itself! Shake-up Mayonnaise! 
] Ice Creams (freezer and automatic)! Candies! Refrigerator Cakes! Sauces! | 
] Custards! Cookies! Address: The Borden Co., Dept. MM-85, 
350 Madison Avenue, New York, N. Y. 
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Virginia Bruce, 
Luise Rainer, 
Mady Chris- 
tians and Frank 
Morgan chat be- 
tween scenes on 
the “Lie Like a 
Gentleman” set. 
Luise has the 
role Myrna Loy 
walked out of. 
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Your hands can be as intriguing as your favorite 
perfume. Ragged, unkempt finger nails belie the 
daintiness which your perfume suggests. Brittle 
nails respond rapidly to regular care and 
attention. Use Wigder Manicure Aids at all times. 
These well balanced, quality instruments turn an 
arduous task into a pleasant, simple duty. Look 
for the Improved Cleaner Point and Arrow trade 
mark. On sale at your 5 and 10¢ store. 


NEW JERSEY 


Nail Files Tweezers Nail Clips Scissors 


DEAFNESS IS MISERY 


, Many people with defective hearing and 

ead Noises enjoy Conversation, Movies. 
Church and Radio, because they use 
Leonard Invisible Ear Drums which 
resemble Tiny Megaphones fitting 
in the Ear entirely out of sight. 
No wires, batteries or head piece. 
‘They are inexpensive. Write for 
booklet and sworn statement of pRuAd 
the inventor who was himself deaf. 


A. 0. LEONARD, Inc... Suite986, 70 5th Ave., New York 
MEN & WOMEN 
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for INSTITUTIONS, HOSPITALS, Etc. No Experience Necessary. 


All dnd} kor ‘Positions Practically’ Everywhere. Help constantly 
emain unemployed? Write now enclosing stam 


needed r. 3 
SCHARF ‘BUREAU, Dept. 8-43, 145 W. 45th St., NEW YORK 


ard Your Own Dresses - 


Showing Latest 
FASHION FROCKS 


-- Direct from Factory , 


No House-to-House Canvassing 

af New kind of work for ambitious women 

i ly) 25 demonstrating gorgeous Paris-styled dressea 

“§ 2k direct factory prices. You make up to 

3 pRESSE $22 weekly during spare hours and get 

all your own dresses free to wear and show. 

98 Fashion Frocks are nationally advertised 
$32 Z— and are known to women everywhere. 
ef No Investment Ever Required 

Wesend youan elaborate Style Presentation 

in full colors and rich fabrics. Write fully 

for details of this marvelous opportunity 
giving dress size and choice of color: 


FASHION FROCKS Inc. Beet; 220) 


~ Be a Nurse 


MAKE $25-$35 A WEEK 


You can learn at home in spare time. 

Course endorsed by physicians. Thousands 

of graduates. Est. 36 years. One graduate 

has charge of 10-bed hospital. Another 

= saved $400 while learning. Equipment 

included. Men and women 18 to 60. High school not re- 
quired. Easy tuition payments. Write us now. 
CHICAGO SCHOOL OF NURSING 

Dept. 238, 26 N. Ashland Blvd., Chicago, III. 
Please send free booklet and 32 sample lesson pages, 


Name 
City 


State Age ———_ 
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luncheon table. “Waffles Carolina” bob up 
with great frequency too, I learned. It 
seems that once you have sampled a ‘““Waf- 
fle Carolina,’ like an elephant, you never 


forget ! 
“T have never eaten anything like them!” 
Myrna told me. “I never cared much 


about waffles until my secretary asked me 
to let her make some by her own special 
recipe. . I said ‘yes’ casually—but my en- 
thusiasm after tasting them was positive. 
It must be the corn meal that makes them 
unlike anything I ever ate. I am going to 
ask her to give you exact directions for 
making them,’ Myrna promised. “They 
are simply grand for any moment of the 
day, from breakfast to a midnight snack.” 

Well, I did get the recipe, and if you 
send for it I can guarantee that you'll find 
these waffles just as good as Myrna de- 
clared them to be. 


HE final dish on the list of Loy favor- 

ites is a bit complicated but it’s well 
worth trying. It’s a recipe for those 
Mexican “Taquitos.” With their spicy 
seasoning and delicious sauce, they are 
guaranteed to stimulate the appetite for an 
otherwise ordinary meal. If you want to 
make a tired husband happy or make dull 
euests sparkle, serve this exotic dish, made 
according to directions given me by Miss 
Loy’s Carolina. The recipe calls for “Tor- 
tillas’—an Indian equivalent for American 
bread—which can be bought in the Mex- 
ican quarter of many cities, but which also 
can be made at home very simply. A West 
Coast milling company—the Globe Mills— 
has worked out an excellent Tortilla recipe 
which I have included with Carolina’s 
directions for making the special chicken 
filling and extra special sauce that change 


“Tortillas” into “Taquitos” to the better- 
ment of both! 

Salads with sex appeal, originality and 
a sense of humor, did we Say? Well, wait 
until you taste “Taquitos” ! They have 
downright glamor! And why shouldn’t 
they have—they’ re a Myrna Loy favorite. 

Just think, recipes for not one but four 
of her favorite foods are included in this 
month’s Modern Hostess Recipe Leaflet— 
“Taquitos,’ “Waffles Carolina,” “Salad De 
Luxe” and Carolina’s “Special Mayon- 
naise’”’ with two variations, “Russian” and 
“Thousand Island” dressing. So send for 
your free copy now—at once and forth- 
with. If you don’t you'll be sorry. And 
so shall I be, that you missed out on this 
extra-special chance to eat the same foods 
that Myrna Loy likes, made by just the 
same recipes that are used in that charm- 
ing star’s Hollywood home. 
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HOME SERVICE DEPARTMENT 
MODERN SCREEN Magazine 


149 Madison Avenue, N.Y., N.Y. 


Please send me Myrna Loy’s 
recipes for August, 1935. 
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All About the Great Mae West 
Marriage Question 


(Continued from page 28) 


think he wanted to pose for phony pic- 
tures. I think he meant to take a pic- 
ture of Mae and put one of his pictures 
next to it, and to state honestly that it 
was a composite, showing them as they 
appeared twenty-four years ago. But it 
did sound funny. 

So much so that the Editor told me to 
investigate the story and find out whether 
or not Mae was married, and if so, was 
this Frank Wallace her husband. 

Come along and play detective with me. 
We'll find out some strange and startling 
facts. 

First we go down to the Court of Gen- 
eral Sessions, where on September 19, 
1927, Mae was sentenced to ten days in 
jail on the immoral performance charge. 
They show us the copy of the pedigree, to 
which she swore. “Married?” it asks. 
“Yes,” Mae answers. “Age?” and she 
replies, “Twenty-six.” 


OW if Mae were telling the truth, 

under oath, she would have been ten 
years old in 1911, when the supposed 
marriage took place—and_ ten-year-old 
girls aren’t getting married in Milwaukee, 
where the minimum age for brides with 
parents’ consent is fifteen, and without it, 
eighteen. 

But what about her statement that she 
is married? We'll go and ask Clarence 
W. Morganstern, producer of the banned 
play, who was sentenced at the same time. 

“T’ve known Mae since she was eight 
years old,’ says the veteran producer. “I 
first met her when she was playing in 
stock at the Gotham Theatre in Brooklyn. 


Roles like Lovey Mary in ‘Mrs. Wiggs’ 
and Little Eva in ‘Uncle Tom’s Cabin.’ 
At that time she was about eight or ten 
years old. When was it? Well, I started 
working with her in 1913, only two years 
afterward. 

“Mae never was in Milwaukee in 1911. 
The first trip she made there was only a 
few years ago, when she toured with the 
‘Diamond Lil’ show. 

“Don’t forget, there was a different 
Mae West in burlesque. I knew her. She 
was a_brunette—weighed about 135 to 
140 and was about twenty years old in 
1913. The girl in the pictures which so 
far have been printed in the newspapers 
is not the Mae West of the films. She 
didn’t look anything like that.” 

“But,” I interrupted, “Wallace says Mae 
was a brunette when he married her.” 

“Then it was a different Mae,’ Mor- 
ganstern replied. ‘Mae of the movies 
was never a brunette, though her hair 
wasn’t always as light as it is today. 
Why, you can prove it—she has a very 
fair complexion and violet eyes. Why 
don’t you ask Ned Wayburn? He taught 
her to dance.” 

I took Mr. Morganstern’s tip and called 
upon Wayburn, who used to stage the 
great Ziegfeld extravaganzas and has an 
international reputation for honesty and 
ability. 


R. WAYBURN was rehearsing the 

chorus for a new show when I 
called at his studio. I explained the 
problem to him. He let the girls sit down 
for a breathing spell. 


“Mae was in the ‘Folies Bergere,’ which 
I directed. She was a principal. Let 
me think a minute. Yes, the date was 
about the spring of 1911, and Mae wasn’t 
over thirteen at the time. She may have 
been younger; she was a hearty, well- 
developed girl, and we always said she 
was older than she really was, because 
her extreme youth might have caused 
comment.” 

“Was she a blonde or a brunette then?” 


“Neither.” He pointed at a girl. “Oh, 
Miss! You in the corner. Stand up, 
please.” The girl rose. “That’s just 


about the color Mae’s hair was; judge for 
yourself.” 

The girl’s hair could have been called 
either very light brown or rather dark 
blonde. But she certainly wasn’t a 
brunette. 

Then Mr. Wayburn continued, “You 
know, there have been several Frank Wal- 
laces. Franklin Wallace was a singer and 
a good actor—but not a dancer. He never 
appeared with Mae. Another was a sing- 
ing waiter at a Bowery cabaret. A third, 
now dead I believe, was in ‘Diamond Lil,’ 
which Jack Linder produced. 

“I know that Mae was in-vaudeville be- 
tween stage show engagements, with 
Harry Richman as her pianist. And 
while I cannot take my oath that she was 
not on the road in 1911, I doubt it very 
much, as she appeared in a vode sketch 
called ‘Hello, Paris’ here in the East, 
and I doubt if it ever got west of the 
Mississippi.” 

That seems to substantiate Mae’s story, 
but let’s pay a visit to Jack Linder. 

“Tye known Mae only since 1928,” says 
he, “but I’m inclined to believe that Wal- 
lace is telling the truth. He talks very 
convincingly, and Mae is old enough to 
have been seventeen or eighteen in 1911.” 

“Ts it true that she got Frank Wal- 
lace a job in ‘Diamond Lil’?” 

“Ves—but it wasn’t this Frank Wal- 
lace. It was another man by the same 
name. He’s dead now, but while he was 
in the show, he stuck awfully close to 
her. Here’s a picture of them.’ And 
he showed me a photo of Mae getting into 
her car—an unmistakable Mae, this time, 
with a man standing in the background. 
This man, Mr. Linder said, was the “Dia- 
mond Lil” Wallace. ‘“Maybe they were 
married,’ he added, “but [Pm inclined to 


think it was really the one who now 
claims to be her husband.” 
George Lederer, also a _ producer, 


broadcasts his “reminiscences” over radio 
station WINS, giving a dramatization 
of the West-Wallace marriage. In a 
radio sketch and talk he definitely stated 
that Wallace taught Mae to sing and 
dance; that they were married in Mil- 
waukee; that Mae had a good job offered 
her and ditched Frank to take it. We 
call Lederer on the phone and make an 
appointment. It turns out that his entire 
“knowledge” of the case is garnered from 
reading the newspapers of a few days ago, 
save that he thinks he saw Mae once, 
twenty years ago. His whole testimony 
may be discarded. 

But he has given us an idea. We look 
over the old newspaper files on Mae. The 
earliest we can find is from Variety of 
January 20, 1912, and refers to “her re- 
cent vaudeville appearances’—not with 
Wallace, but with the Girard Brothers. 
The World, about the same time, says 
that she is “new to vaudeville,” but spells 
her name “May.” Is it the same girl? 


IS February, 1913, the Atlanta (Ga.) 
Journal prints a cartoon of Mae 
West, a blonde, playing the Grand Thea- 
tre there. The Columbus (Ohio) Journal, 
of November 4, 1913, calls our Mae 
“America’s youngest temperamental come- 
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Dow he call 
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HE exciting tinkle of her telephone 

the next morning means that he 
was serious when he said that she was 
the most fascinating girl at the party. 
He'll keep her phone busy as long as 
she keeps charming 


Don't envy the beauty of others, often 
their beauty 1s enhanced by clever 
make-up. You too canhaveasoft, satiny 
skin, luscious tempting lips and an al- 
luring fragrance lingering delightfully 
about you to make the memory of you 
always exciting. Use Blue Waltz Face 
Powder, Cold Cream, Lipstick and Per- 
fume, all scented with that delightful 
Blue Waltz fragrance to make YOU 
the envy of other women. 


Buy Blue Waltz Perfume and Cosmetics 
today. For your protection they are 
laboratory tested and are certified tobe 
pure. 10f each at your 5 and 10f store. 


FIFTH AVENUE * NEWYORK - A = 


BLUE WALTZ PERFUME - FACE POWDER : LIPSTICK - TALCUM POWDER - COLD CREAM 5 BRILLIANTINE 


Add 5 tbs. int Week—Or NoCost!t 


New Mineral Concentrate Corrects 


Common Cause of Skinniness— 
IODINE STARVED GLANDS 


No longer need you go around as skinny as a rail, for Kelpa- 
malt, the new mineral concentrate from the sea, gets right 
down and corrects the real underlying cause of skinniness— 
IODINE STARVED GLANDS. When these glands don’t 
work properly, all the food in the world can’t help you. It just 
isn’t turned into flesh. The result is, you stay skinny. 


The most important gland—the one which actually con- 
trols body weight—needs a definite ration of iodine all the 
time—NATURAL ASSIMILABLE IODINE—not to be 
confused with chemical iodides which often prove toxic— 
but the same iodine that is found in tiny quantities in spinach 
and lettuce. | Only when the system gets an adequate 
supply of iodine can you regulate metabolism—the body’s 


process of converting digested food into firm flesh, new) 


strength and energy. 
To get this vital mineral in convenient, concentrated and 


assimilable form, take Kelpamalt—now recognized as the/ 73 
world’s richest source of this precious substance. It contains’ id 


1,300 times more iodine than oysters, once considered the 
best source. 6 tablets alone contain more NATURAL 
IODINE than 486 lbs. of spinach, 1,660 lbs. of beef, or 1,387 
Ibs. of lettuce. 


Try Kelpamalt for a single week and notice the difference. 

See flattering extra pounds appear in place of scrawny hol- 
lows. Notice how much better you feel. And if you don’t 
gain at least 5 lbs. in one week the trial is free. Kelpamalt 
costs but a few cents a day to use and can be had at all good 
drug stores. If your dealer has not yet received his supply 
send $1.00 for introductory size bottle of 65 tablets to the 
address below. 
Manufacturer’s Note:—Inferior products—sold as kelp and 
malt preparations—in imitation of the genuine Kelpamalt 
are being offered as substitutes. Don’t be fooled. Demand 
genuine Kelpamalt Tablets. They are easily assimilated 
do not upset stomach nor injure teeth. Results guaran- 
teed or money back. 


SPECIAL FREE OFFER 


Write today for fascinating instructive 50-page book on How to A: 
Weight Quickly. Mineral Contents of Food and their effects on a 
human body. New facts about NATURAL IODINE. Standard 
elat@iang pacasurement{ohares Dany menus for weight building. 
bsolutely free. o obligation. Kelpamalt Co., 5 27-3: 
West 20th St., New York City. eee 
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NO MORE 
LADIES 


When he met the girl, he swore 
there would be ''no more ladies" 
but he couldn't keep his promise. 
You'll enjoy reading how he was 
cured in one of the gayest ro- 
mances of the season. Presented 
in complete story form, this de- 
lightful romance is just one of the 


fifteen complete stories and fea- 


tures presented in the August 
issue of SCREEN ROMANCES. 


CONTEST 


PRIZE 


Win this 
dainty Elgin 
wristwatch 
given by Joan 
Crawford for 
this month's 
contest. Com- 
plete details 
in the August 
issue. 


The Love Story Magazine 
of the Screen 


August issue now on sale 
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dienne,” which lends weight to Mr. Mor- 
ganstern’s statement that she used to give 
impersonations of Lillian Russell, Eva 
Tanguay and other celebrities of the day. 
Other crumbly, yellow old clippings sub- 
stantiate things Mr. Wayburn has told us, 
and others reveal further information, 
such as that she made her first Louisville 
appearance in 1914. 

And a Wallace crops up in her life in 
the papers of 1927. This was James Gar- 
ret Wallace, the District Attorney who 
prosecuted the play “Sex” and got a con- 
viction against Mae. The next day the 
N. Y. Tribune says that Mae was 
“twenty-six and unmarried.” In 1930, Sid- 
ney Skolsky does a personality story on 
her in the Daily News and says that her 
insurance policy gives her birthday as 
August 17, 1900. This corroborates Mor- 
ganstern, Wayburn, the indictment and 
Mae’s own word. It makes Wallace’s 
story look thin. 

And in a story published under her own 
signature in the Daily Mirror, Mae says 
she was known as “The Baby Vamp” in 
1920. They might call a girl of twenty 
a “Baby Vamp’—but not a woman of 
nearly thirty. She also says she went to 
Wayburn when she was thirteen after 
playing vaudeville in the East—and Way- 
burn not only agrees on this, but dates 
it as being the spring of 1911. 

Then we skip those clippings which deal 
only with her more recent stage and 
screen activities and leap right into the 
present case. 

Lew Wallace, brother of the Frank 
who was with Mae in “Diamond Lil’ says, 
in the Daily Mirror of April 23, 1935, 
that his brother Frank, who died on June 
7, 1933, never was in vaudeville until 1918, 
and was only about sixteen or seventeen 
in 1911, anyway. Al Rigali, stage man- 
ager of the show, however, voiced his 
opinion that Mae was married—but to the 
Frank who died, “because he could always 
make a touch.” 

Harry Fields, an old-time burlesque 
man of Boston, stated in the same paper 
that “everybody” knew Frank and Mae 
were married. But it was impossible to 
learn which Frank and (more important) 


WHICH MAE! 


NOTHER story points out that Mae’s 
mother would be only fifty-three if 
alive today. This means, if we accept 
Wallace’s story, that Mae was born when 
her mother was only twelve years old, 
which is rather difficult to believe. How- 
ever, if Mae is to be believed, Mrs. West 
was only eighteen at that time—surely 
old enough to become a mother. But the 
statement of Mrs. West’s age is not con- 
firmed by any other data. 

Far from it! In an obituary published 
in the Times on January 28, 1930, two 
days after Mae’s mother died, we find 
“Funeral services for Mrs. West, who was 
fifty-six years old, will be held at the 
Fairchild Chapel.” Fifty-six in 1930. 
That means, “born in 1874.” If Mae was 
born when Mrs. West was twenty, Mae 
was seventeen or eighteen in 1911. 

This is further borne out by a Brooklyn 
shopkeeper, who knew the family since be- 
fore Mae’s birth. She said, “My daugh- 
ter was a year or a year and a half old 
when Mae was going to school—and my 
daughter is thirty-six now, so Mae must 
be about forty or forty-two.” Which 
would confirm the Times’ figure, and the 
possibility of a 1911 marriage. 

Miss Jean Gary, a writer for magazines, 
is also a former neighbor of Mae’s. Jean’s 
brother, John, was a good friend of Mae’s 
brother, Johnnie. “I remember Mae on 
the stage of the Jamaica Theatre. It 
was the last year I lived in Woodhaven.” 
says Miss Gary, ‘‘so that makes it 1917. 


Mae was not over seventeen or eighteen 
even then, I’m sure.’ And this corrob- 
orates other indications that Mae was far 
too young to marry anybody in 1911. 

In February, 1933, the Daily News 
printed an interview in which Mae ad- 
mitted being twenty-nine. The reporter 
commented that records show her to be 
33, (which checks with what we have) and 
continues, “some Broadwayites say she is 
older.” It adds that she played Little 
Marie in “Ten Nights,’ “Little Lord 
Fauntleroy” and similar roles from 1909 
to 1912, in Hal Clarendon’s Brooklyn 
stock company, thus further refuting 
Wallace’s claim. 

Another paper, the Sun, quotes an inter- 
view with Frank’s mother, Mrs. Anthony 
S. Szatkus, whose husband is a carpenter. 
Lee W. Beilin (of whom more anon), 
Wallace’s attorney in his suit to de- 
termine his marital status, confirms this 
as being Wallace’s father’s name. But 
on the marriage record, the husband’s 
father is listed as “Joe Wallace’’—a name 
very unlike Anthony Szatkus—though it 
does state he was born in Russia. And 
Frank does claim Lithuanian descent. 

Mr. Beilin is firmly convinced that Wal- 
lace is really Mae’s husband. What de- 
cided him is the photostat of the marriage 
certificate—some old pictures (including 
the one which Morganstern states is not 
Mae’s)—and some “other documentary 
evidence.” He wouldn’t say what this was, 
because he does not want to expose his 
evidence until the case comes to trial—if 
it ever does. 

But was the Frank Wallace of “Dia- 
mond Lil,” the son of Joe Wallace and 
Anna Babria? I cannot tell you. His 
brother and sister, both of whom live in 
the Bronx, refuse to answer requests for 
information. Do you suppose he may have 
been, and that they do not want it known? 
Can you think of any reason for their 
silence if this is not the case? 

Wallace has been giving his version of 
the Mae West marriage story in the New 
York Daily Mirror. In it he mentions 
nen and dates. It’s all very convincing. 

ut 


NE of the people he mentioned as 

having appeared in a show with him 
and Mae in the days of their married bliss 
is Sophie (“Last of the Red Hot Mom- 
mas”) Tucker. I called her to ask if she 
remembered the marriage. 

The next evening her secretary phoned 
me. Miss Tucker couldn’t comment. Why 
couldn’t she comment? She had no recol- 
lection of the matter! 

So another Wallace claim bit the dust. 

Wallace also refers to Harry Richman, 
the radio and night club star. I called 
Harry at the Club Versailles and asked 
him what he knew. “I was with Mae in 
vaudeville for about a year and a half, 
around 1923. At that time I knew nothing 
about Wallace, or even any marriage of 
Miss West’s. I never even heard of him 
until he made his statement in the papers.” 

And Harry Richman was Mae’s pianist 
—actually in her act. If she had ever let 
a word slip about this supposed marriage, 
he would have heard it. 

Art Egan, broadcaster over WMCA 
and associated stations, toured the same 
circuit with Mae and Harry, twelve years 
ago. He knew them both, as well as 
people who make extended trips together 
do get to know each other. “Mae was a 
regular fellow,’ says Egan. “Everybody 
liked her, for she was good company, 
even if she didn’t smoke or drink. Tve 
talked to her a lot—and there was never 
any indication that she was married to 
anyone. And remember, that was before 
Mae made her big success. She had no 
reason for hiding a husband then. If she 
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had been married, I’m sure she would 
have mentioned it, for home life is a fa- 
vorite topic among stage people. Her age? 
Well, I always thought she was about my 
age—not over a year or two older. And 
I’m thirty-six this year.” 

So, according to Egan, Mae couldn’t 
have been over thirteen in 1911, just as 
others who know her well have said. 

Wallace has also said that Mae di- 
vorced him in 1915 or 1916. This would 
be convincing proof of a marriage if Mr. 
Wallace could tell where the action took 
place. But now it is said to be a fraudu- 
lent divorce, for though Wallace claims 
the papers were served on him by Mae’s 
own sister, Beverly, Mr. Beilin’s search 
for the records in the three Long Island 
counties where it might have been filed 
has been unavailing. 

In fact, Mr. Wallace has been very hazy 
on data which might be checked, and 
proved or disproved. He remembered a 
beautiful day—a week or two before the 
marriage—but could not recall whether 
or not it rained on the wedding day. “I 
was too happy to notice,’ he said. But 
the weather bureau could have told 
whether or not his recollection of the 
weather was correct. He could not re- 
member what the judge who married them 
looked like—the judge is still alive and 
could have checked that statement. And 
so forth. 

For that matter, the judge did, very 
kindly, agree to give MopERN SCREEN some 
information bearing on the case. 


HE application for a license,’ said 

Judge Joseph FE. Cordes, “was filled 
out by the county clerk’s office, but it had 
to be signed by one of the parties. I am 
enclosing a copy of the certificate, showing 
how it was filled in and filed.” 

According to the best information I have 
been able to get, neither Frank nor Mae 
signed the application. 

“Arthur Shutkin,” Judge Cordes con- 
tinued, ‘“‘was the clerk at that time and 
sent quite a few out-of-town couples to 
me—I haven’t any independent recollec- 
tion of the event.” 
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And when J asked Mr. Shutkin, he could 
recall nothing about it, either. 

Nor, for that matter, did Martin T. 
Plehn, who was County Clerk when some- 
body or other got married in Milwaukee 
in 1911. But Mr. Plehn not only con- 
firmed the salient facts given by Judge 


Cordes, but contributed a vital piece of 
new evidence. He sent along a tracing 


of the signature which the Frank Wal- 
lace who really did marry a Mae West, 
signed to the legal documents. Here, at 
last, was something to prove or disprove 
the present Wallace’s claim that he was 
the same man. 

I phoned Attorney Beilin and asked for 
a copy of this Wallace’s signature, as he 
writes it today. Mr. Beilin said that he 
didn’t see any reason why he should let 
us have it. We certainly could not have 
it unless he could see our copy of the old 
signature first. Unfortunately, our copy 
was being photographed for a cut. But 
we wondered whether Mr. Beilin doubted 
that the two signatures might be similar, 
and whether we could get a copy of this 
Wallace’s signature if it was very unlike 
that which Mr. Plehn had supplied. Oh, 
how we wondered! 


Mrs. Szatkus says her son married “a 
Mamie West.” Frank says he married 
her in 1911 when she was 16 or 17 (note 
how the age has shifted since his first 
story). One paper states that Mae and 
Frank were playing the Gaiety Theatre 
in Milwaukee at the time of the alleged 
marriage; another quotes the Charles Fox 
Theatre manager as saying, “I have 
looked up all my old records. Miss West 
did not play here in 1911. Neither did 
Wallace.” 

Mae, on getting that information, re- 
marked, “Well, I guess that settles it.” 

And I guess it does—except that the 
Milwaukee Journal carried a review of 
the Gaiety Theatre’s show in April, 1911. 
It mentions “Mae West and FRED Wal- 
lace, singers and dancers.” 

My money says it was two other people, 
or at least one other. 

Wanna bet? 


Reviews—A Tour of Today's Talkies 


(Continued from page 8) 


%%** Hooray for Love (RKO) 


Here’s just another musical comedy, 
using the tried and true formula of back- 
stage plottings and front-stage entertain- 
ment. We could have enjoyed ourselves 
just as well by not going back-stage, as 
the goings-on there were pretty dull. Gene 
Raymond is the young producer, with just 
one idea on his mind—Ann Sothern. Ann 
looks like a million and acts when she 
gets a chance. However, the orchids should 
be distributed for the musical and dance 
numbers. Bill Robinson flashes dem eyes 
and dose feet in the hottest jazz routine 
he’s done to date—which is saying some- 
thing; while Maria Gambarelli floats 
through a contrastingly ethereal ballet 
number with remarkable grace. Pert Kel- 
ton steals the comedy honors with her 
swell performance of an awful perform- 
ance as the self-appointed star, being con- 
vinced that her “ingenity” will save the 
show. There are a couple of catchy tunes 
besides “Hooray For Love” that are des- 
tined for popularity. If dancing and 
music make up for the lack of a good 
story, in your opinion, you'll not go wrong 
on this number. 


Preview Postscripts 


Tapper Bill Robinson's career has been as 
cullud as his complexion. Claims he was 
“Jest bo'n lazier'n ten debbils'’ and that his 
famous feet just dance by themselves. Never 
went to school—couldn't see the point of 
head-learning when his brains were in his 
feet. Had a go at several "positions" in his 
youth—shoe-shining, crap-shooting, etc., be- 
fore he got his feet on the first rung of the 
success ladder back in a Harlem night-club 
—and he's tapped his way up steadily and 
gracefully ever since. .. . Maria Gambarelli's 
worked like ten other debbils to get where 
she is... . Starting out as a child to be- 
come a concert pianist, she worked her small 
fingers to the bone. Deciding it was through 
dancing she could best express herself, she 
worked her small feet into the same condi- 
tion. .. . However, they were still good ‘nuff 
to bring her over to the Roxy at 15 where she 
became the premiere danseuse. See 
"Good News" and Bad for Mr. Raymond. 

Pert Kelton's the Female Menace of 
Movies—she'll steal any picture given just 
half a chance. She roused the Bennett (Con- 
nie) ire once. Nota hard thing to do, but 
a hard thing to take. 


SAVAS 8% 
FACE POWDER 
CLINGS Savagely! 


Here is something 
really new in face 
powder ... some- y 
thing you are sure A 
to welcome. A / 
powdermadeona / 
very different kind 
of base, so fine, so soft, this powder hugs the skin as 
though actually a part of it. Try it. See for yourself, if 
ever you knew a powder to stay on so long...an 
smooth all the while it stays. There’s another thrill in it 
too! The fineness that lets Savage cling so endlessly, also 
makes the skin appear more truly poreless, smoother, 
more inviting to the eyes. And the thrill that there 
is in womans a Savage powdered skin could be told 
you only by someone else! There 
are four lovely shades: 
NATURAL (Flesh) 
BEIGE 


RACHEL 
RACHEL 
(Extra Dark) 


SUMMER RASH 


ITCHING STOPPED QUICKLY 


Even the most stubborn itching of insect bites, 
athlete’s foot, eczema, and many other skin afilic- 
tions quickly yields to cooling, antiseptic, liquid 

D. D. Prescription. Its gentle oils soothe the 
irritated and inflamed skin. Clear, greaseless and 
stainless—dries fast. Stops itching instantly. A 35e 
trial bottle, at drug stores, proves it—or money back. 


D.D.D. Phescription 


BE CAREFUL WITH © 
YOUR WHITE KID 
SHOES / : 


TRENE MARCHANT 


I use the special ColorShine White 
Kid Cleaner (10c) that dissolves the 
dirt off instead of cutting it off with 
sharp abrasive. It preserves the 
original kid finish, polishes beauti- 
fully (or leave dull if you prefer), and 
“won’t rub off’. That is 
ColorShine White Kid 
Cleaner. For other white 
shoes, I use the special 
ColorShine White Cloth 
and Buckskin Cleaner 
(10¢e). Get both at the 
10c store and many other 
stores. For valuable infor- 
mation write Jrene Mar- 
chant, c/o The Chieftain 
Mfg. Co., Baltimore, Md. 
No. 11 
Special Cleaner for 
WHITE KID SHOES 
No. 12 

Special Cleaner for 
Cloth, Buckskin Shoes 


Each One Does its Own Job BETTER 
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MONDAY... 
DINGY SKIN 


SATURDAY... 
NEW BEAUTY! 


o 0 f 
FAMOUS CREAM ENDS FRECKLES, BLACK- 
HEADS—RESTORES CLEAR, LOVELY SKIN 


Now you can quickly restore the fresh, lovely skin 
of youth. Just let wonderful NADINOLA Cream 
gently smooth away the mask of dull gray skin, 
freckles, blackheads. All you do is this: (1) At 
bedtime spread a thin film of NADINOLA Cream 
over your face—no massaging, no rubbing. (2) Leave 
on while you sleep. (3) Watch daily improvement 
—usually in 5 to 10 days you will see a marvelous 
transformation. Freckles, blackheads disappear ; 
dull coarsened skin becomes creamy-white, satin- 
smooth, lovely! NADINOLA is a famous beautifier 
tested and trusted for nearly two _ generations. 
Results positively guaranteed. At toilet counters, 
only 50c. Or write NADINOLA, Box M-35, Paris, 
Tenn. Generous 10c sizes of Nadinola Beauty aids 
at many 5c and 10c stores. 


BECOME AN EXPERT 


ACCOUNTANT 


Executive Accountants and C. P. A.’s earn $3 to $15,000 a year. 

‘Thousands rot firms need them. bas 12,000 Ceruined Public Account- 
ants in the U Wetrain youthoroly athome in spare time for C.P.A. 

examinations se executive accounting positions. Previous 2 erience 
unnecessary. Personal training undersupervision of staff of C.P.A’s, 
including members of the American Institute of pecountants: rite 
for free book, ‘‘Accountancy, the Profession that 


LaSalle Extension University, Dept 8318H, ‘Chicago 


The School That Has Trained Over 1,200 C. P. A.’s 


LITTLE BLUE BOOKS 


Send postcard for our free catalogue. 
Thousands of bargains. Address: 
LITTLE BLUE BOOK CO., 
Dept., Desk 365, GIRARD,.- 


Catalogue 
KANSAS 


If you were planning to 
visit Hollywood (or even if you 
weren't) wouldn't you welcome 
a few tips on the town from one 
who knows it inside out? Well, 
then, watch for 


THE LITTLE UNKNOWN 
FACTS ABOUT HOLLYWOOD 
in an early issue of MODERN 
SCREEN. 


Cempting 


To win and hold 
love and admira- 
tion, glorify your 
natural charms 
with exquisite Rapio Girt 
—the enchanting PerrumME compounded 
from French essential oils. And RApio Girt FACE 
Powper blends with, beautifies and protects your skin. 


There is a shade for your complexion. The price is 
amazingly low. 


— Use this COUPON for FREE SAMPLES — 


“RADIO GIRL", Saint Paul, Minn. M8 
Send me FREE Regular Size RADIO GIRL 
Perfume and Trial Size RADIO GIRL Face 
,. Powder. I am enclosing 10¢ (coin or stamps) 
)» for cost of mailing. (Offer good in U. S. only.) 
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%%** Murder in the Fleet 
(M-G-M) 


Now we have mystery and murder, chills 
and thrills moved into the Navy, with all 
the action taking place on one of Uncle 
Sam’s battleships. It seems that a fire 
control gear for guns has strayed or been 
stolen and everybody and _ everybody’s 
friend is under suspicion. Nat Pendleton 
and Ted Healy are the only two nobody 
wonders about, and when you see their 
antics, you'll realize why. The only thing 
that pair would be capable of stealing is 
the picture—which is certainly no mechan- 
ism for a sixteen-inch gun! However, 
there are plenty of people to worry about 
and the suspense is upheld right through 
to the final sequences. Robert Taylor, 
Metro’s new leading man, once again gives 
a fine account of himself and Arthur 
Byron makes a convincing commander. 
Una Merkel is the gal who loves a sailor 
—or any number of them—and is as pert 
and peppy as usual in a now familiar role, 
and Jean Parker is, of course, the in- 
genue. 


Preview Postscripts 


The big battleship you'll see in this picture 
is, when stripped of its decks and funnels, 
Set 15 on the M-G-M lot. Disillusioning? 
That's us—always spoiling somebody's fun! 
However, the location shots were made on 
a real boat anchored just off San Pedro. A 
lot of people said there was a real romance 
aboard, too—Robert Taylor and Jean Parker. 
But, truly, they are in love with a coupla 
other people. Disillusioning again? Yep, 
that's us— a ‘'tearer-downer.'' Metro found 
Bob in a college play. They feel they have 
a future Gable on their hands. We feel that 
they're right. Bob's without temperament and 
with ability, so he's starting out well anna- 
hoo. . . . If little Miss Parker cut out the 
gooeyness, she'd have a better chance. You 
can't be as sweet as a chocolate cream all 
the time without sating the public. Jean's 
chaperone orta point that out to her. ... 
Una Merkel, praise be, isn't the cheeky, little 
number she plays on the screen. She's a lady 
“what likes to act lady-like.". . . And Mr. 
Healy, well, any of you who remember vaude- 
ville when it was a two-a-day proposition in- 
stead of something with which to surround 
the feature picture, remember Mr. Healy. 


*%** The Nitwits (RKO) 


Ii you have a taste for comedy served 
up raw, you'll relish this one. If your 
preferences run to having it rare and well 
done, however, this latest Wheeler-Wool- 
sey slapstick will be hard to take. Besides 
using their usual giggle-getter gags, W. 
and W. have enlarged their histronic field 
by including thrill’n’chill-getters in their 
repertoire, as a good juicy murder occurs 
in this story and our heroes are tangled 
up puh-lenty in it. There’s nothing slow 
about the action, either, what with all the 
Keystone cops on the trail of the Wheeler- 
Woolsey gang and resulting in a couple 
of first-class, free-for-all, knock-down, 
drag-em-out battles. The very good sup- 
porting cast includes Hale Hamilton, Eve- 
lyn Brent, Fred Keating and Betty Grable. 
Mr. Keating’s a crook after our own heart 
and Charlie Wilson must've done some 
real detectiving on the side in days gone 
by, for he’s that good as a reel detective. 


Preview Postscripts 


Bleeve it or not, Mr. Ripley—but Mr. 
Wheeler and Mr. Woolsey are as funny off 
the screen as on. On every set they've ever 
worked a few cracked ribs to the other ac- 
tors are practically guaranteed. In fact they 


can even make each other laugh. And afte 
being a stage comic team for several year 
before crashing the movies six years aga 
these two should certainly be on to one an 
other's antics. The only thing Wheeler 
doesn't think funny about Woolsey is the 
daily dozen cigars he consumes, and the only 
thing Woolsey gets griped at is watching 
Wheeler do away with several dozen apples 
per day. Production costs were cut down con- 
siderably on this flicker, since the director 
kept the boys so busy running away trom the 
cops that there wasn't much time to indulge 
their weaknesses. Fred Keating's an- 
other genuine cut-up. Famous for his ma- 
gician's tricks out here in Hollywood, he can 
make anything disappear but that state tax 
on fillum. . . . Betty Grable's the collitch 
boys’ weakness—and no wonder. Started 
singing those bluesy, woosey songs with or- 
chestras, landed at the Cocoanut Grove with 
a famous orchestra, and in one week was 
signed at the studios. That's Betty—snappy. 

RKO held Old Home Week the day 
Evelyn Brent arrived on the set. Everyone 
was humming “Auld Lang Syne'’ or were 
busily “remembering when," for Evelyn used 
to be one swell actress, then got lost in the 
shuffle some six years ago, and's just now 
back in pictures. 


%*%*x* Public Hero No. 1 
(M-G-M) 


Seems as if this country is still at the 
mercy of gangsters. Though Chicago 
finally cleaned up on ’em, they’re still run- 
ning rampant in the movies. Dillinger’s 
gang is provided for our entertainment in 
this one and as if that weren’t bad enough, 
the plot leans toward the improbable in 
too many spots. There’s some good acting, 
though, in spite of the story difficulties. 
Chester Morris does a nice job. If we say 
too much about his role, well spoil the 
whole story. Joseph Calleia is Public 
Enemy No. 1. Mr. Calleia, a newcomer to 
the screen, goes calmly about his business 
of wholesale slaughter, robbing banks and 
stealing the show. Lewis Stone as the 
prison warden and Lionel Barrymore as 
the doctor who extracts bullets from the 
gangsters’ tough hides, give their chroni- 
cally good performances. Jean Arthur has 
one of those tough-but-okay roles and 
she certainly manages to get in some good 
acting between gun-plays. 


Preview Postscripts 


Chester Morris is Hollywood's Dirty Deal 
man—but at the receiving end of the line. 
Although displaying marked ability, Chet has 
had little opportunity to capitalize on it, due 
largely to poor management of his affairs. 
Seems to act best in prison surroundings (not 
compulsory ones, however) as his last good 
role was in ‘The Big House.’ Just for luck 
he wears the same uniform and number in 
this flicker. Mrs. Morris with the two Morris 
Hopefuls in tow, visited Daddy on the prison 
set one day. On the way home his young 
son confided that though he didn't think his 
Dad was exactly good looking, at least he 
wore the prison uniform with more of an air 
than Dillinger. . . . Lewis Stone's name on 
the screen always brings a round of applause 
from preview audiences. But Mr. Stone is 
used to it, having been a matinee idol yars 
and yars ago. Married to a young lady at- 
tractive enough to be in pictures herself, he 
spends every spare moment sailing the seas 
with her in the family yacht. Lionel 
Barrymore's too well known to waste any ex- 
planations on—but didja know that his fine 
etchings have taken prizes in exhibits all over 
the country? . .. Joseph Calleia isn't well 
known in movies a-tall—but just give him a 
few more pictures! This is his first, having 
just haled into Hollywood from the stage. 


*** Under the Pampas 
Moon (Fox) 


Here is a peppy little picture that is 
going to insure a pleasant evening in the 
theatre, no matter how warm the weather. 
You see, the story’s atmosphere is guar- 
anteed to be slightly hotter than the ther- 
mometer and with plenty of colorful char- 
acters, Warner Baxter, with an accent, 
Veloz and Yolanda, a dance team bound 
to thrill you, a gorgeous rhumba tune 
well, stop us if we become too enthusiastic ! 
True, the plot is as slim as you wish your 
figure to be and the comedy, as broad as 
you're afraid it is (the figure again), but 
somehow you don’t quibble about these 
items when there is so much there with 
which to entertain you. The picture fea- 
tures its quota of newcomers, all of whom 
manage to score nicely, as do our old 
favorites, John Miljan and Jack LaRue, 
and Ketti Gallian also is among those 
present. The cameraman rates a bow for 
some beautiful photography and the di- 
rector for injecting so much action and 
laughter into a yarn that merely deals with 
a gent who is on the chase for a horse 
that has been stolen. Then, of course, 
there are the tunes! 


Preview Postscripts 


When Warner Baxter gets tuned up on 
those airs from “old May-hee-co'' he makes 
every man and woman in the audience long 
for a serapi or a mantilla and a grilled bal- 
cony in Old Spain. Warner's not so young, 
but he's still romantic. Been married a good 
many more years than you'd care to believe 
—and to the same woman. Would rather 
play his guitar and sing love songs to her 
than to Garbo. Spent a good deal of time 
and money recently on his Malibu Beach 
home, getting it into shape to sell. Went 
down there t'other day to close the deal at 
a profit, and fell in love all over again with 
the place—of such is sentiment. . .. Ketti 
Sallian's a recent import, having only one 
other picture to her credit (or whichever way 
you want to look at it). On location, up in 
the Northern woods for some particular shots, 
her maid brought along Ketti's black crépe- 
de-chine sheets and proceeded to use them 
on her camp bed, explaining that it was a 
European custom to bring one's own bedding 
while travelling. ‘'Whassa matter?" queried 
the director, "do they have vermin sheets in 
Europe, that they have to drag their private 
supply along?" "But no!" exclaimed Ketti, 
“we never use ermine sheets in Europe... . 


** Age of Indiscretion 
(M-G-M) 


Well, it’s the woman who pays and, be- 
lieve us, she should in this little drammer 
of divorce and what leads up to it. Of all 
the double-dyed meanies, it’s Helen Vin- 
son, who once again crashes through with 
a swell performance of same. How a gal 
like Miss V.—well, it’s for purposes of 
plot, my dears! Paul Lukas takes the 
punishment and gives a sincere perform- 
ance of a man who has been done far 
from right by. This character could very 
easily have been overdrawn, but in the 
capable hands of Lukas manages to escape 
the maudlin category. Young David Jack 
Holt comes in for his share of honors and 
indeed steals a scene or two when his 
elders are not looking. Madge Evans and 
May Robson round out the fine cast and, 
yes, let us not forget a newcomer-to-the- 
screen, Catherine Doucet, who is pretty 
elegant in the role of a slightly goofy 
novelist. The story itself is diverting and 
novel in that the man (for a change) suf- 
fers, and the dialogue is good. 


MODERN SCREEN 


Preview Postscripts 


Paul Lukas and little David Holt are real 
buddies since appearing in this picture. 
After hours on the set, they'd continue play- 
ing together—boating, fishing, pillow-fighting 
and all manner of things were included in 
their fun. . . . Helen Vinson is the young 
leddy who could've had every minute of Hol- 
lywood time filled if she had wanted to play 
“wicked women" roles. But after doing them 
so beautifully that her fan mail was mostly 
from indignant wives, she drew the line on 
cinematically seducing any more husbands. 
. . . Remember that little girl who dangled 
her heels off a cake of Fairy Soap in the 
dear, dead days? Well, that was our smooth 
Madge Evans of today. Madge is a de- 
pendable actress and claims she likes every- 
thing about Hollywood, including Tom Gal- 
lery, of whom ZaSu Pitts once washed her 
famous hands. . . . May Robson is every- 
body's idea of a truly Grand Lady. Ask any- 
one in town—including directors, stars, 
cameramen, technicians, extras, and Garbo— 
they'll all propose three rousing cheers for 
this Grand Great Grandmama of the screen. 


** Chinatown Squad 


(Universal) 


With this picture’s background in San 
Francisco’s murky, mysterious Chinatown, 
a few knives in a few backs are inevitable. 
There are a couple of weird murders and 
enough anxiety about possible killings to 
satisfy almost anyone’s craving for thrills 
and chills. Lyle Talbot is the young man 
who gets all the lowdown on the dirty 
work for us. Having been a former de- 
tective on the “Chinatown Squad,” he sets 
out to show up Hugh O’Connell’s defi- 
ciencies as his successor—which isn’t diffi- 
cult, but certainly is hilarious. Besides 
contributing his good looks to the screen, 
Mr. Talbot shows that he can turn in 
some good acting, while Hugh O’Connell 
plays H. O’C. with his usual abandon. 
Valerie Hobson is the gal in the case, 
who’s kept breathless all through the pic- 
ture, by climbing fire-escapes, finding 
secret panels and admiring the squad’s for- 
mer detective. Andy Devine is good in a 
role which gives him credit for having a 
thought once in awhile, and he does well 
by it. The Chinese characters and back- 
ground are convincingly done, and in all, 
it’s pretty sure to qualify as fair enter- 
tainment. 


Preview Postscripts 


You won't see many smiles in this one— 
there wasn't time for such nonsense. This 
picture was a ‘‘quickie’’ with better results 
than usual under the circumstances. One 
Tom Gubbins was really the most important 
character in the whole business. He's the 
Chinese gentleman who hires all the Chinese 
extras for these tales of the distant Orient 
taken on Set 12 at the studio. Mr. Gubbins 
has an office in Chinatown, where he rounds 
up from one to sixteen dozen Chinamen, with 
or without pigtails, for background in studio 
emergencies. Mr. Gubbin's work is not ended 
here—not by a long shot. For, every direc- 
tion given while working must be translated 
for the ‘extras into their native chop-suey. 

Lyle Talbot's usual pep is slightly con- 
spicuous by its absence, you'll notice. Seems 
our hero was just a little worn down, having 
trekked to the studio every day via foot and 
street car, since his auto license was sus- 
pended for six months for driving when feel- 
ing extra peppy. ... Perc Westmore, famed 
Hollywood make-up man, can take three 
bows in quick succession for that job he did 
on Valerie Hobson. When she appeared on 
the set in oriental make-up and brocaded 
p. j's, a nice young Chinese actor with a 
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After a long absence from the 
screen, Ruth Chatteron signed 


with Columbia. She'll do “A 
Feather in Her Hat.” 


beautiful pig-tail rushed up to her and asked 
her for a date that very evening. At least 
Valerie thinks that was the proposition, being 
a little vague on her Chinese. 


** The Glass Key (Paramount) 


When you realize that this picture is 
based on a story by the astute Mr. Ham- 
mett of “Thin Man” fame, you may think 
you're facing an evening of brain strain. 
But never mind the aspirin, as this murder- 
mystery dwindles down to monotony. 
George Raft is cast as the ultra-modish 
and super-courageous hero, who is so de- 
voted to the town’s biggest politician, Ed- 
ward Arnold, that he not only risks his 
life to save him from disgrace, but makes 
the supreme sacrifice of offering to teach 
Mr. Arnold how to dress snappily. Raft’s 
role, however, gives him a better oppor- 
tunity to display his versatility than he’s 
had in many a moon, while Edward Arnold 
is as satisfactory as ever. 

The love story is more tangled up than 
the murder motives, since Mr. Arnold is 
in love with the sister (Claire Dodd) of 
the murdered man, and she thinks Mr. A. 
is the meanie who “done him away,” while 
Mr. Raft, not to be outdone, falls in love 


with Mr. Arnold’s daughter (Rosalind 
Keith) who’s violently enamoured of the 
murdered man. On _ second thought— 


mebbe you'd better bring along that aspirin. 
Preview Postscripts 


George Raft has oft been heralded as the 
second Valentino, but the only real resem- 
blance seems to be that patent leather pom- 
padour. However, it's nothing against 
George, for he's a pretty good guy even if 
he doesn't remind us of the Great Lover. 
He's the answer to the haberdasher's prayer 
—buys anything and everything in that line 


if expensive enough. Would sooner be 
caught dead than in a pair of unmono- 
grammed suspenders. Lives in Hollywood's 


snappiest penthouse, equipped with the last 
gasp in chromium bars—but never drinks him- 
self. In spite of which, his alibi on arriving 
at the studio late the other morning was that 
a herd of pigeons had flown through his win- 
dow and landed on the bedpost. It had 
taken a good hour to shoo them out... . 
Edward Arnold has two hobbies—hunting and 
motoring, and owns the prize collection of 
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guns in Hollywood. Rosalind Keith's 
story should never be breathed in the pres- 
ence of movie-struck girls, for ‘twould result 
in Hollywood Blvd. being overrun with coy- 
otes on a leash with a blonde. Which is the 
attention-getting device this Missouri girl em- 
ployed after getting the cold shoulder from 
casting offices for a month of Sundays. She's 
happy now, except for occasional weeps over 
her peroxided locks and ‘Gottlieb’ (the 
coyote) whom she periodically loses. 


%* Headline Woman (Masco?) 


Here’s another picture bent on glorify- 
ing the gentlemen of the Fourth Estate. 
Roger Pryor is the star reporter with an 
amazing nose for news and a dashing new 
mustache, all of which features prove 
irresistible to Heather Angel—and being’s 
how she’s the boss’ daughter this should 
have led to a snappy, happy ending. But 
the course of true love doesn’t run any 
smoother here than in other places: we've 
heard about, so Heather’s papa isn’t aware 
of Roger’s sterling qualities. However, 
when he steps in where the other reporters 
fear to tread and sleuths out a couple of 
murder mysteries, to say nothing of saving 
his Angel’s name from being dragged in 
the mud, everything is okay. Pretty pain- 
ful as.to plot, the picture is saved by Mr. 
Pryor’s good performance. 


Preview Postscripts 


Bill Nigh directed this flicker with his usual 
flourish. He has a flexible cane without which 
he's lost, directorially spikkin, which weapon 
he brandishes around in a menacing manner 
and gets action from his actors. However, he 
was stumped on this one. The scene was in 
the City Room of a newspaper office, and 
seeing one young man sitting at his desk, 
with nary a fleck of dust, a piece of paper 
or a cigarette butt in sight on its gleaming 
surface, he waved said cane and yelled, 
"Hey, you, doncha know what a reporter's 
desk should look like? How long you been 
acting, anyhow?'' The young man regarded 
him calmly, then replied, ‘Just started acting 
—been working for the past twelve years on 
the New York Times.". .. Roger Pryor's noted 
for his cool, calm and collected air—besides 
that mustachio. But he weakened in one 
crisis. Roger had painstakingly rehearsed his 
scene of picking up an egg and remarking 
jovially, “Well, hope this egg's okay.’ But 
the ninth time, the egg slipped from his 
numb fingers, and crashed on the table. 
‘Twas a "'prop'’ egg—and slightly the worse 
for wear. Roger fled with the rest of the 
cast from the set... . Heather Angel (yeh, 
that's what she answers to) is an English im- 
port. Married these past few months to 
Ralph Forbes, a Chatterton ''ex,"’ she's now 
enjoying a British vacation—alone. 


** Alias Mary Dow 


(Universal) 


You'll have to have the faith of an 
extra bent on stardom to believe this one. 
It’s about the mother who goes through 
the years lamenting the loss of her strayed 
or stolen baby. When, in her dying hour, 
she calls for the child, her husband goes 
to a coffee shop and induces a slangy, 
young waitress to pretend she’s the re- 
turned Mary. Hard to take, you'll admit. 
That is, to everyone but the authors and 
Katherine Alexander who is paid to take 
it. The dialogue in the story is as im- 
possible as the plot, the characters actually 
making speeches in lieu of conversation. 
Sally Eilers, who should lose ten pounds, 
is best in the dance hall sequences. Henry 
O'Neill and Katherine Alexander play her 
parents with nice restraint and Chick 
Chandler and Lola Lane give fair ac- 
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counts of themselves. Then there is Clar- 
ence Muse, sincere and sympathetic, in a 
small role. 


Preview Postscripts 


The only time the Harry Joe Brown family 
ever saw one another while this picture was 


being made, was at the studio commissary 


for lunch. Sally was busy ‘til all hours, Harry 
was frantically grinding out another film at 
a neighboring studio and ‘'Sonny'' was the 


next thing to a complete orphan. Ray Mil- 
land looks like an Arrow Collar Lad (ad. 
gratis) but honestly would rather resemble 


an ex-pugilist. For this 6' 2'' Adonis craves 
rough, tough roles—claims he'd rather wear 
a strait-jacket than a dinner-jacket. 

Katherine Alexander is a familiar name to 
Broadway. This very handsome lady has been 
on the stage since she was a mere cheeild. 
Married Producer William Brady, Jr., some 
time later, and to date hasn't regretted it. 
Clarence Muse has “sung for his supper’ 


ever since he can remember—some forty 
years now. As talented a song-writer as a 
songster, he's credited with several hits of 


the past season. 


kkk ** Oil for the Lamps 
of China (Warners) 


We found this an admirable and unusual 
picture for many reasons. First, because, 
having read the novel of the same name, 
we did not see it as picture material, ex- 
cellent though the book was. Score one 
for Warner Brothers for choosing it. 
Then, we. did not expect that the rather 
even pace of the book would provide 
enough action and emotion for a screen 
drama. Score one for Director Mervyn 
LeRoy, who so superbly crystallizes the 
very deep feeling of the story into a series 
of tense and tender scenes. Third, we were 
delighted to see Pat O’Brien, so long con- 
fined to cigar-chewing and wise-cracking 
roles, given a really worthy dramatic part 
—and doing splendidly in it. And fourth, 
there is Josephine Hutchinson—a young 
dramatic actress who is so real and ap- 
pealing and convincing that you will won- 
der where she has been all your lives. 

Briefly, the story concerns the business 
pioneering of a great oil company in the 
Orient, the back-breaking and _heart- 
breaking struggles of the company’s em- 
ployees in their efforts to sell more “oil 
for the lamps of China’? and the loyalty 
and heroism of one of those employees— 
O’Brien—and his game little wife—Miss 
Hutchinson. See the picture by all means. 
It’s completely worth while. 


B@il stor 

another triumph for Warners 

and its stars, Josephine Hutch- 
inson and Pat O'Brien. 
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Important — Read! 
Unlike many other 
oily polish removers 
that seek to imitate 
it, Cutex Oily Polish 
Remover leaves no 
film to dim the lustre 
of your nail polish and 
shorten its life. Try it! 


Cutex offers you a complete range of 
matching Lipsticks and Nail Polishes 


ees talking about the excit- 
ing new Cutex vogue of matching 
lips and finger tips!... Every smart wom- 
an is wearing them this summer—on 
cruise or ashore! 


And no wonder, when this color har- 
mony of lips and nails is so absolutely 
right .. . when it’s so becoming to every 
woman, and so suited to her every cos- 
tume ... And, best of all, when Cutex 


has made it so very 
easy to achieve. 


No effort or guess- 
work—you simply 
choose your favorite 
Cutex Polish shades from a lovely color 
range running through Natural, Rose, 
Mauve, Coral, Cardinal and Ruby. Then 
ask for the corresponding Cutex Lipstick. 
It will match or tone in perfectly. No 
more discords of purplish reds and orange 
reds—lips and nails “belong.” 


And the Cutex Lipstick is a perfect find 
just in itself. It’s delightfully smooth and 
creamy—yet never at all greasy. It goes 


on beautifully and is nice and permanent 
—yet never the least bit drying to your 
lips. It comes in a shiny black enamel 
case with a red push button. Very smart 
and jewel-like in appearance! 


DONT WAIT =. Get atyleast) one 
shade of Cutex matching Lipstick and 
Nail Polish today. You’ll be amazed at 
the marvelous way this matching idea 
transforms every costume! 


You'll find Cutex Liquid Polish, in both 
Creme and Clear form, at your favorite 
store. Also, the new Cutex Lipstick, in 


shades to match. 
Nortuam WarreEN ® New York, Montreal, London, Paris 


I'll never let you down 


, 


For a friendly smoke—it’s the 
tobacco that counts. I am made 
of fragrant, expensive center 
leaves only; the finest, most ex- 
pensive Turkish and domestic 
tobaccos grown. 


